






fh
j*t^"









Sis was ,yet speakma when tfu) rope severed
utvder^a/ikYarru/rm irea.'st. and, ^le three mcri

were precipitated into Che boihn^ waters fienecUh

.

KEWYOEKD. S^_,I SADr,IBE&.CO,



Tales of the Munster Festivals.

THE AYLMERS OF BALLY-AYLMER.

THE HAND AND WOED.

THEBAKBEPv OF BANTRY, Etc.

GERALD GRIFFIN,

ACTHOr. OF '-TALES OF THE JCRT ROOi!," "THE BlTi;<J," XITC.

^"^'^^^J 823.7 7

Santa Barbara ,
California

NEW YOKK:
D. & J. SADLIER & CO.. 164 WILLIAM STREET.

1S0XTKF.4.L; COK- <" XOTKE DAME & ST. FRANCIS XAVIEK VTS.

/iv',^



S'o^D" 3



rv

"HOLLAND-TIDE*.

Straw for youer p;entilesse! quod our hnste

—

What, Fruiikeleine ! I^artle, hire, well thou west

That echo of you mote tellt-n at tbi lest

A Tale or two, or brc'lten his behest.

CUAVOER

"HoLfAKD-TiDE", "All-Hollands", "IIolkncls-Eve", or

Novenii)er-Eve, was once a mcnier time in Ireland than it

is at present, though even still its customary enjoyments

are by no means neglected. Fortunately for " ail the

Saints ", iu whose honour the Teast is celebrated, it occurs

at a season of the year when the pressure of want is less

sensibly felt than at most others, and, among a people who
arc, generally speaking, so easily satisfied as to the external

comforts of li e, that a comparative alleviation of sutiering

id hailed with as iiearty a welcome as if it were a positive

acquisition of happiness. The peasant sees, at this period

at least, the assurance of present abundance around him.

He beholds a vast extent of land all cultivated, and bur-

dened with the treasured produce of the soil—gardens of

stubble covered with shocks of wheat, oats, and barley,

which look just as if they were intended to make bread

for him and his neighbours ; fields of potatoes, some in

which the numerous earthen mounds, or pits* have been

There is a curious invcrsinn of sifjniflcation in the words pit,

ditch, and .li,l;i\ in the sister isle. A potato //?> is an e/ffa/'^/ mound
ot eartu, coutuiuiiig potaiots. A diUli is a dyke, and a dyke means
a ditoli.
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already raised; others, in wlilch the nipping fro?t that U
Ijorne on tl-o November blast has embrowned the staiks
and withered tlie leaves npon their stem. The stroke of*
'.lie flail and the clack of the water-mill are in his ear
—the meadow land is green and fresh with its nfterjijrass

--and the haggart, or hay yard, is stacked into a labyrinth
with hay and corn. He is satisfied with the apj^earance
of things about him—he thinks he has no business
asking himself whether any of these good things are des-
tined for his u>e, or for that of a foreign mechanic—he
never stops to anticipate in fancy, while he puts the spade
for the first time into his own little half acre, and discloses
the fair produce of his labour, how many calls from
tithe-proctor, assessed tax-gatherer, landlord, priest, etc.,
may yet diminish his little store: he sees the potatoes;
they are his and his pig's by right, and he and his pig are
merry fellows while they last, and while they can procure
a turfen fire, or the smoke of a fire, to warm the little

cabin about them.

Or, if this last comfort is denied him, he can take his
stick, and his "God save all here", aiong with him, and'
make the best of his way into the spacious kitchen of the
neighbouring "strong farmer", "middle-man", "small gen-
tleman", or "half-sir", when the lestival evening above-
mentioned has anived. Here he cm take his place among
the revellers, and pay for his warm seat in the chimney
corner by ajoke, a laugh, a tale, a gibe, a magic sleight, a form
of conjuration proper to the time— in short, by adding his
subscription of merriment to the general fun of the meeting.

Just such a quiet, contented, droll fellow, formed one
of a most frolic November-Eve party at the house of
a respectable farmer in the west of Alunster, upon whose
hospitality chance threw the collector of these stoiios
on the 31st of last October. The earthen floor had
been swept as clean as a ecw pin; the two elderly
niiers of tne mansion were placed side by side in two vene-
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taW?. Ti'ctTi backed, cawed wooden chairs, near a Mazing
lau iiiv ; their daugliter, a bright-haired Minister hiss

(and i\l mister is as remarkable for fair faces, in Ireland,

as Lancashire in the neighbouring country), all alive with

epii it and jocund health ( that dearest dower of beauty), was
placed opposite, contending with and far overmatching the

wits of two rustic beans, the one the assistant of the village

apothecary, the other ( the more favoured of the two), a

wild, noisy, rude, red-faced savage, son to the agent at

the " great house ", as the mother gave me to understand

in a whisper. The schoolmaster, the seneschal, half a

dozen neighbours, and a few shy-looking, rosy-cheeked

girls, looking forward with most unchristian anxiety and

credulity to the cabalistic ceremonies of the evening, and

anxiously longing for the retirement of the scrupulous old

couple, whose presence alone prevented their being im-

mediately put in train, in defiance of Father Maney and

his penances, filled up the remainder of the scene im-

mediately around the fire—while Paddy, the gorsoon, and

the two maid-servants, sat whispering together in respectful

distance, seated in shade upon the settle-bed, at the upper

end of the apartment.

Previous to the commencement of the evening sports

the jolly-looking fellow in the corner before mentioned,

throwing himself back on his siigan chair, stretching out

his unstockinged, polished, and marbly legs, variegated by

the cherishing influence of many a warm fireside, snapped

his fingers, and made glad the heart of his ancient host,

by leading out the famous old chorus :

—

"I love ten pence, jolly, jolly ten pence

I love ten jience better than my life}

I spent a penny of it,

I lent a penny of it,

I took eight pence home to my wife.



**HOLLAKD-riDK"
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I love eight pence, jolly, jolly eight penctV

I love eight pence better tliua my life:

I spent ii penny of it,

I lent a penny of it,

I toolt six pence home to my wife

III.

1 love six pence", etc., to.

and so forth, to

'1 love two pence, jolly, jolly two pence J

I love two pence hetttr than my life}

I spent a penny of it,

I lent a penny of it,

I took NOTHING home to my wife!"

The chorus having died away in a most nnsical dis-

cord, a clear space was made in the midst, and a fat

faced little urchin, clambering up on the back of one

of the high chairs, lowered from the roof a sort of

apparatus made of two laths crossed, and suspended

from one of the bacon hooks above by a whip-cord,

fastened from the centre. A large bag of ajtpies was

now brought forward from the corner of the room, and

two of the sleekest and largest affixed to the extremities

of one of the cross-sticks, while the other was furnished

with two short bits of candles, lighted. When the balance

was fairly adjusted, and the whole machine lowered to the

level of the mouths of the guests, it was sent twirling round

\\ith a touch of the finger ; the fun being now, to see who

would fix his or her teeth in the immei se apple while in

r;)pid motion, and avoid taking, instead, tiie unwelcome

iiu h of M'jhted candle, which appeared to be whisking round

in pursuit.

•• Ktiu'n, bad mannncrs to you, Norry Foley", said tha

nicrrv fellow with tlie legs before mentioned, addressing

hiniseU'to a modest, blue-eyed, simjiering maiden, who ad-

vanced in her turn to the "suap-apple", with a siy coquet



"holland-tipe". 7

tisli management of lip and eye, "only mark what a weeny
cawny little mouth she makes at it, because the gintlcmin

is looking at her now, all o' one I hadn't seen her myself

many's the time make no more than the one ofier at a white-

eye that would make two of that apple".

And, as if to demonstrate the facility of the undertaking,

he advanced in his turn with an easy, careless, swaggering

confidence in his own prowess, and a certain ominous work-

ing of his immense jaws, which struck awe into the hearts

of the junior spectators. The orifice which was displayed

when he expanded them, banished the faintest glimmering

of hope ; and when they closed, with a hollow sound, upon

the devoted fruit, a general groan announced that the sports

and chances of "snap-apple" for that evening were at an end.

Next followed the floating apple, of still greater dimen-

sions than the former, placed in a tub of clear water, and
destined to become the property of him who should, fairly

between his teeth, and without help from hands or the side

of the vessel, lift itout of the fiuid. This created most up-

roarious mirth for some time, until the man with the legs,

in ids own quiet, silent way, stalked among the disputants

like the genius of fate, and picking it otf the surface as if

it had been a walnut, retired to his corner, followed by the

wondering and envious glances of the gaping juniors.

^\'hile these things were transacted above, another group

about the tire were occupied more interestingly, though not

so merrily, in melting the lead through the handle of a key
placed over a porrinijer of water, and conjecturing from the

fiintastical shapes which the metal assumed, their own fu-

ture destiny; in burning the beans* (in which process,

much to the dissatisfaction of the young hostess and her

noisy sweetheart, the village apothecary's lad was observed

to burn quietly by her side, w'aile the former bounced away

* Such is the demniid for those articles "coming on" November
Eve, that rural s|ieculators sow beau gardeus for the purpose of profit-

ing by tlie occasiou.
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with a " pop!" like a shot), and other innocent and permit*

ted arts of tlie Ephcsian letter. Those little minor tricks,

however, were but child's play to the great girls, who wero

on thorns until the field should be left clear to themselves

—when they might put in practice the darker and more

daring ceremonies proper to the time—the drying of the

shift sleeve on the three-legged stool, and watcliing in the

silence of the midnight for the shadowy resemblance of the

future spouse, who was to turn it before the fire ; the sow-

ing of hemp or rape seed ; the adjuration with a sage-leaf,

and all the gloomy and furbidden mysteries of the night,

into which we shall not at present jjenctratc ; these ceremo-

nies not being peculiar or strictly national, and having

already found admirable historians in the authors of " Hal-

loween ", and of " The lioyne Water ".

After the company had wearied their spirits and memo-
ries in search of new matter of amusement, and exhausted

all the accustomed festivities of the evening, the loudness

of their merriment began to die away, and a drowsiness

crept upon their la ighter and conversation. As the noisier

revellers grew comparatively silent, the voices of two or

three old gossips who sat inside the hearth in the chimney-

corner, imbibing the grateful warmth, and seeming to breathe

as freely and contentedly amid the vohmies of smoke which

enveloped them as if it had been pure aroma— their knees

gathered up to their cliiiis, and the tails of their cotton or

stuti' gowns drawn up over their heads, suffering the glazed

blue or green petticoat to dazzle the eyes of the admiring

spectators— the voices, as we have said, of these old crones

became more audible as the noisy mirth around them began

to decrease, and at length attracted the attention of the

other guests.

" What is it ye're doing there ?" exclaimed the old mas-

ter of the house, looking towards the corner with an expres-

sion of face in which much real curiosity and some as-

sumed ridicule were blended.
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" Oych thin nothing in the world", replied a smoke-dried,

crow-footed, white-haired, yet sharp-eyed hag, whose three

last teeth n'cre employed in masticating a piece of " that vile

roguish tobacco". " Nothing;— only we to be talking among
ourselves of onld times—and things—the quai'c doings that

used to be there long ago

—

'Oust on a time

Wlieii pifis drank wine,

And turkeys smoked tobaccy':

—

whin THEMSELVES uscd to be seen by the ould and the

young, by day and night, roving the fields and places, and

not to be seaming about as they do now (maning 'era

no disparagement), in a whisk of a dusty road on a windy

day,—whin goold was as plenty as bog-dust, and there

used to be joyants there as long as tlie round towers ; when
it was the fashion for the girls to come coorting the boys,

instead of the boys going after the girls, and things that

way, entirely".

" Poh, what nonsense !" exclaimed the hero of the snap-

apple, "there's not a word ever to be had out o' the ould

women, passing a chronicle ofa fable about the fairies, and

priests, and joyants, and things that we never seen, nor

that nobody ever come back to tell us about—what kind

they wor—or what truth was in 'em. Let somebody sit

npright and tell us something that we'll know is it a lie

tliat he's telling, or not"*.

" Something about wakes and weddings, and them things",

said (a note above her breatli) the modest, small mouthed
Nony Foley.

" Or smugglers, or coiners, or fighting at fiiirs, or Moll

Doyle, or rebellion, or murthering of one sort or another",

roared he of the legs.

'• Easy now—easy the whole o' ye !—easy again !
" said

the host, wavirig his hand round the circle to erijuin si-

lence,—there may be a way found to please ye all !
" (this

'vas s„id with an air of good-natured condescension, as it

1*
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tlie sqica'kor, in his benevolence, were about to tolerate

rather tlian enjoy tlic silly amusement which the youngsters

meditated). " Gather round the fire, do ye, and let every

body teU his story after his own way ; and let the rest

hearken, whether they like it or not, until 'tis over, and theu

tell their own, if they think 'tis better ".

A clattering of chairs and stools, and a general bustle,

announced the ready conciu'rence of the company in this

polite arrangement. In a short time all were hushed into

1 most flattering silence, and the following tales passed

/ound the circle, lulling some to sleep, keeping others

iwake, each finding its particular number of indulgent,

irratified, and attentive auditors, though no single one, per-

haps, succeeded in pleasing all.

Whether such may be the lot of the narratives among
j more extensive and less considerate audience, remains to

])Q seen. Avowing the source from which his materials

were taken, the collector thinks himself entitled to tell the

stories after iiis own liking, only requesting the critical

reader to keep the pretensions of the book in mind when-
ever its defects shall arouse the tiger, judgment, Avithia

his breast. It is not that we absolutely fear the beast,

but we would have him reserve his royal ferocity f(T a
Mortiiier proy, v. hich a little furbearance iu tliis instac-cc

my iiiiiua* U£, uv long, to by before liiuu
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ATLMERS OF BALLY-AYLMEPu

With pleasure and amaze I stand transported!

Wliju do 1 see ? Dead and alive at once 1

Calo.

"The raountnins! The Kcny hills! Alone by yourself,

and at this time o'night ! Now, hear to me, will you, sir,

for it's a lonesome way you're taking, and them mountains

is the place for all manner of evil doings from the living

and from the dead. Take this little bottle of holy water,

and shake a little of it upon yonr forehead when you step

upon the heath. Walk on bold and straight before you,

and if the dead night come upon you, which 1 hope no

such thing will hajipen till you reach Tralee any way, you
won't whistle : dcm't, for it is that calls 'em all about one
if they do be there

;
you know avIio I mean, sir. If you

chance to see or hear anything bad, you have only to hold

these beads up over your head, and stoop under it, and,

whatever it is, it must pass over the beads without doing

you any harm. Moreover—

"

"Easy, eas}-, Mrs. Giltinaan, if you please. There is

something of much mure consequence to me than those fine

instructiuns of yours. Don't mind telling me what I shall

do in Ciise 1 lose my way, until you Lave let mo know first

Low I am to find it".

"QJu then, \vhy slu uldu'i I, and welcome, Mr. Aylmcr?
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listen to me and I'll tell you, only be careful and don't sliglit

theiii.se/ves for all ".

Tiic above formed part of a conversation which took

place between the hostess of an humble inn on the west

border of the county of Limerick, and a young gentleman
whose sharp accent and smart dress bespoke a recent

acquaintance with Dublin life at least. As he was a very

handsome young follow, and likely to fall into advcntuios,

]>orhai)s I may be excused for giving some account of him,

and in order to do this the more fully and satisfactorily,

J siiall begin by telling avIio his father was.

Hubert Aylnier, E>q., of lldly-Aylmer, was a private

gentleman of real Milesian extraction, residing near the

west coast of Ireland. Like ni^st of the gentry around
him at that tinTG, he did not scruple to add to his stick of

worldly wealth, a portion of that which by legal right

should have gone into his Majesty's exchequer. In a word,

he meddled in the running trade on the coast, a circum-

stance not calculated at the period in question to attach

any thing like opprobrium to the character of a gentleman
and a real Milesian. Although he added considerably to

his patrimony by this traffic, the expenses of the estab-

lishment at Bally-Aylmer were so creditable to the hospi-

tality of its master, that he felt himself sinking rather than
rising in the world, and was, indeed, on the eve of ruin,

or more properly of an ejectment, when a desperate re-

source presented itself in the form of a smuggling enteipri-e,

so daring in its nature that none I at a Milesian would
have even dreamt of putting it in execution. He formed this

project, as he had done many others, in conjunction with an

old friend and neighbour, Mr. Cahill Fitzmaurice, or as he
was called by the snuniglers, from his hardrness and cruelty,

Cahil-cruvdliarug (Cahil of the red hand), a name, how-
ever, which, like many other nicknames, was but little ap-

l)ropriate, for .Mr. Fi;zmaurice was known to mingle much
humanity wi:h his euterpri^^e. Those two fiic.nds under-



THE AYLMERS OF BALLY -ATLMEE. 13

took the {iPair togetlier, succeeded with an ease which

they hardly anticipated, and realized a sum of money

more than sufRcient to have tempted them into danger still

more imminent. Gratifying as was his success so far

however, this enterprise was of fatal consequence to Sir.

Aylmer, Having embarked with his friend on bortrd a

Galway hooker (a kind of vessel used for carrying fish or

turf along the coast and up the Siiannon), for the mouth

of the river, they happened to engage in a dispute on some

trivial occasion or other which, nevertheless, was made up

between them with little difficulty. On the same night

however, a very dark one, as the little vessel was putting

about in a hard gale, a stamping of feet and struggling

was heard on the forecastle, and immediately afterwards a

heavy plash on the lee bow. Running forward to ascertaia

the cause, the boatmen found that Mr. Aylmer had fallen

overboard, and Fitzmauricc was observed standing near the

lee gunwale, and holding by the fluke of the anchor, ap-

parently under the influence of strong agitation. He was

seized instantly and questioned as to the occurrence, which

he described to be perfectly accidental. A jury of his

countrymen subsequently confirmed the allegation, and the

innocence of the man was considered to be put beyond all

doubt by the circumstance of his adopting the only child of

the deceased, William Aylmer, educating him at his own
expen-e, and clearing off all the debts to a very large

amount with which his father's patrimony had been in-

cumbered. The youth had been educated with the infant

daughter of his father's friend until the age of ten, when
he was sent to the metropolis ; and he was now returning

to the house of his benetiictor, after an absence of nine

years, during which time he had made himself perfect in all

the accomplishments which a college, and subsequently a

polite education, could afford.

Having performed the greater part of his journey in a

kind of itinerant penitentiary called a jingle, an illegitimato
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sort of voliicle, somcwliat between a common cart and a

daniMLi il spring-carriage, yiosscssing all tlie rickety in-

sccuniy lit tlie one, with all the clumsiness of ilie otlicr,

young Ayhucr determined to trust to a pair of well qua-

lified legs for the remainder of the route, and was now in

the act of striking off the high road into the Kerry moun-
tains which lay between him and Bally- Aylmer, near which

Mr. Fitzmaurice resided, with the intention of completing

his journey before night.

The "Kingdom of Kerry" is, as Horace Walpole said

of a county in England which happens to be very fashion-

able at present, a great damper of curiosity. Among the

mountainous districts in which it abounds, are vast tracts

of barren, heathy, and boggy soil, which arc totally desti-

tute of human inhabitants. The champaign which now pre-

sented itself to the gaze of the traveller, was one of the

dreariest tliat may be easily Imagined : heath beyond heath,

and bog after bog, as far as his sight could reach in pros-

pect, canopied over by a low dingy and variable sky, and

rendered still more dispiriting by the passing gusts of wind

which occasionally shrieked over the desolate expanse with

so w ildering a cadence as almost to excuse the superstition of

the native^, that the fairies of the mountain ride in the

blast ; these formed the prominent characteristics of the scene

which lay before him.

Kow and then as he advanced on his route a travelling

tinker touched his hat to him, and a fish-jolter, from the

western coast, nodded a courteous "Dieu ith", as he passed,

in his complete suit of sky-blue frieze, whistling to iiis

mule ; while, with downcast, meditative look, the patient,

passionless animal plodded on, stoojiing under the weight

of two large cleaves of fish, intended for the next market.

Often, too, the eye of the young collegian found matter

more interesting in the laughing, round, red cheeks, snow-

white teeth, and roguish blue eyes of the country girls,

w hu hmiied past him witli a drop cui-Lty, and a half i^jodest.
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half conning glance, shot from under tlic eye-lash with an

expression \vliich seemed to say, "there be coquets out of

Dublin". All traces of cultivation had not yet disappeared

—

the hardy potato, in all its varieties of cup, white-eye,

English red, kidney, London lady, black bull, rattle, e;irly

American apple, uhite potato, etc., etc., etc., diversified

the ungrateful plain with several plots or gardens of

varicg:ited bloom, and filled the air with sweetness. The
young gentleman's pair of velocipedes, however, were so

vigorous in the execution of the trust confided to them, as

to quickly place him beyond the influence of these outskirts

of cultivation, and, after an hour's walking, he found him-

self far beyond the sight or sign of human habitation, a good

hazel stick in his hand, and a Murphy's Lucian in his coat-

pocket. He had received and noted down in his memory with

great exactness the various landmarks by which his course

was to be directed, and he felt too unbounded a confidence

in his own powers of discrimination, to doubt his being

able to recognise tlseni when they should occuf. But those

who have been similarly circumstanced will easily acknow-

ledge the probability of a ndscalculation in this respect. It

is even as in the great world—however minute or jjrovident

may be the code of instructions with which the yuung ad-

venturer is furnished at his outset, he quickly finds the

number of novel contingencies which thrust themselves

upon him, too extensive fur any second-hand experience to

secure hiui against all necessity for exercising his own
natural judgment.

It was not, however, until he hfid been joumeying for

some hours, that Aylmer began to think at all of the pos-

sibility of mistaking his route. His mind was occupied

with meditations of a for more agreeable nature,— the

expectation of speedily revisiting scenes so dear to him,

from the recollcciiun of the merry hours he had passed

among them, and from tiicir association in his mind with

the invf friends of his ciuldbood. His benefactor he had
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eeldom seen, fc" Mr, Fitzmaurlce was a silent, solitary^

iniisiiig man, \vlio loved little company of any kind, after

the loss of his friend, a\id wlio was not anxious to

conceal that a certain natural weakness of temper ren-

dered the sight of tiie little orphan at no time pleasing to

him. ]\Iis3 Fitzmaurice, however, entertained a very dif-

ferent feeling on this subject : and the childish adection

which had swiftly developed itself on both sides, was quite

stiong enough to supply the want of natural or instinctive

fondness. 'J lie time that had elapsed since Aylmer's sepa-

ration from her, iiad not abated any of the regard which

he always cherished towards his fair friend, and he con-

templated their approaching meeting with a glee which

originated a great deal in real kindness, and not a little in

that curiosity which is so frequently mistaken for affection

by those who feel it. He had shaped out, with his mind's

eye, a thousand full-length portraits of the now womanly
Kate P'itzniaurlcc, from the dusky evening air, and had

comi)leted one very much to his satisfaction, when a

sudden salutation in a strange voice startled him from his

reverie. lie looked round him, and perceived now, for

the first time, that tlie night was ra])idly closing in. The
appearance of the heavens had changed since he had last

observed them. Clusters of broken vapour were now
huiTying past in swift succession, and there was a bleak-

ness in the air which seemed to portend an approaching

change of weather. Turning to ascertain from whom, or

wiience, the voice proceeded, he beheld a man seated on

the heath, his back supported against an in-sloping crag,

a gray fiicze coat thrown loosely about his person, a pair

of brogues well studded with pttvers (large-headed nails

used for the strong shoes of the peasantry in Ireland),

and an auburn-coloured felt hat, pressed down upon his

brows, 'I'here was, nevertheless, something of iinery in

his address, wliich scemtid inconsistent with this coarseness

of appearance.
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" A question from a stranj2;f.r is hardly sinful in snch a

place as tliis ", lie proceeded, after Alymer had acknowlctlgcd

his courtesy, "particularly as a man has liis own clioico

about answering it. Do you mean to journey much far-

ther to-night, sir?"

" I hope to reach Bally-Aylmer before the night has

become much darker ".

The stranger shifted his position, and was silent for a

few minutes. " Bally-Ayhnor!" he exclaiin.d ai, last; "you
are the young master, then ?"

*' My name is Aylmer ".

"B.dly Aylmer ! Um. It is seven long miles from
you now, if you took the nearest way that is, and that is

not pos-ible for any one to do that knows so little of the

tnoui! tain-roads or tracks as you do. I was going in the

same direction myself, but seeing the night about to fall

dark, I preferred taking my chance for shelter under this

crag, where 1 ^hall lie dry at least, to my chance of a

drenching, and perhaps something worse, among the bogs

and crags that lie about half a mile beyond us. If you
will proceed, yon are like enough to have a hard night.

Do you not hear the Cashen* roar ?"

'" I do
i
but the fear of a little raiu must not deter me.

I have been out on worse nights".

"There are other dangers, sir, no less worthy to be
avoided than the chances of pit and bog".

" Oh, I remember that too—my head is filled with tales

of the Kerry mountains, and their marauders, and bana-

thees, and phukas ; bui for the one, I am provided with

this amulet", brandishing his beads, "and here is a charm
for the other", elevating his stout, black-thorn in a gay
humour.

* The Cashen is a stream which empties itself into the Shannon,
at no preat distance from Ballylongford, in Kerry. Ai ilie approach
oi' rainy weather, the sound of ltd waters can bfc heara distinctly at-M

dUtancti of many luugues.
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Tlie stranger vas again silent for a slioit time, daring

^liich he seemed to canvass the whole person of the young

collegian with a curious eye, at the »anie time that, whether

accideiitally or otherwise, his own features were almost

entirely concealed i)y his position. At length, taking from

liis pocKot a ?3alcd letter, he handed it towards Aylmer,

and said: "1 had orders to leave this at Bally-A}hner,

for some one of tiie family there. If you Avill pardon the

liberty of my offering it, you w ill do me a great service,

and save me a long journey out of my way".

Aylmer readily took the letter, and in placing it in his

pocket-book, caught, for the first time, a view of the stran-

ger's coimtcnance. It was that of an aged man, with

nothing very uncommon in its character; thoujjh a flash-

ing, yet wavering and doubtful recollection, seemed toru.^h

on Aylmei's mind the instant he looked upon it. He felt

satisHcd that he had never seen the countenance before,

land yet its expression startled him -vith a feeling of sud-

den recognition, for which he afterwards could in no man-

ner account, lie had not an opportunity of pursuing his

scrutiny farther, for at tliat instant the muttering of a

distant thunder-peal, preceded b} the falling of a few

large drops of rain, induced the old man to return to his

shelter beiieath the rock. Wishing him a courteous fare-

well, the youth pro( ceded on his way, puzzled a little at

he knew not what.

"If 1 were a rytliagorean", said he within himself,

" this adventure nnght help to strengthen my faith ; fur,

unless it be a glimpse into another state of existence, I

am at a loss what 1 shall make of it ".

After casting a rather uncomfortable glance at the Lea-

ven*, which were now darkening above him so rapidly as

to leave him little hope uf clearing the mountains so spee-

dily as he intended, he pushed on at a vigorous rate. Tho

storm which had been threatening, however, in a very

uaort time biust forth iu all its violence. The sky becaiue
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one (?cnPO ma?? of blnck, illinninntcfl only at intorvaTs by tlic

blue and slieeted liglitniiiLj, that served to reveal to bira the

perils amonirst which he was entangled, without assisting to

guide him ont of theiu. IJcconld perceive that the beaten

path wliich he now followed, lay through a w ide morass or

bog, and so indistinctly was it marked out, that he found

himself obliged to proceed with the utmost caution, although

the rain had already begun to descend in torrents upon him.

He was mincing his steps in this manner, and beginning

to feel a greater respect than he had hitherto done for the

recommendation of the old man, when he was startled by

feeling some living creature brush swiftly by his legs, so

as almost to touch them, and presently after, in a pause

of the storm, a loud ringing whistle, followed by a shout-

ing and halluouig at a distance, greeted his ear. A low

grumbling bark, very near him, seemed to give answer

to the sounds ; and Aylmer heard the animal which had

been snufSng inquisitively about him just before, bound

and scamper off in the direction from whence the voice pro-

ceeded. In the hope of obtaining some assistance, the

adventurer put his lungs to their best use, and endeavoured

to outroar tlie warring of the elements themselves ; but

the effort proved to be a total failure, for he was not

heard, or at least not attended to. He hurried on, neverthe-

less, with a feelingof greater security, on the path which the

dog had taken, and in a short time was rewarded for his

perseverance by feehng the firm mountain heath beneath

his feet. He now looked 'round him in the hope of finding

himself in the neighbourhood of some human habitation,

and for once was not deceived. Not more than a hun-

dred yards to his right, in a sudden declivity of the

mound, he perceived a cabin, with half the wicker-door

thrown open, and revealing, in the strong light of a

well-furnished hearth, an abode which seemed to promise

much comfort and accommodation. He made no more

ado, but straightway presented himself at the entrance.



20 THE AYLJIERS OF BALLY-AYLMEB.

" TJnloa iratli !"* he oxdaimptl, as be bent forwarr! over tlia

lialf-dooi\ willing to conciliate the good-will of the inmates

by alVecting a familiarity with their habits and language.

"And you likewise", was the answer returned by the
*' all " whom he had blessed ; a plain-looking aged woman,
who sat enjoying the deligiits of ease and a dhudheen (sliort

pipe) in the chimney-corner. Aylmer drew back the bolt

of tlic wicker and entered. The old woman continued

smoking her pipe without expressing either displeasure at

hii intrusion, or anxiety to do the honours of her house;

almost without raising her eyes from the heap of red and

blazing turf on which they were musingly bent. Finding

whom he had to deal with, and not disposed to lose much
time in ceremony, her unbidden guest drew a sugan-chair

close to the fire, and while he briefly explained the cir-

cumstances which had compelled hiin to be a trespasser on

her hospitality, he made himself perfectly at home with

respect to his shoes, stocklnijs, and coat, which he sus-

pended before the blaze, while he received Avith much
satisfaction its full influence upon his person. After ho

had in some degree elevated his own temperature to the

level of the atmosphere in which he was now placed,

another inconvenience began to press npon his recollection,

which he yet suw no means of removing. He turned his eye

in various directions, but could discern nothing that could

be useful to a man in want of a supper. At length he ven-

tured to break his mind to his hostess on the subject.

She at once directed his attention to a cupboard at the end

of the room, to which he repaired with highly excited

anticipations. All his anxieties were set at rest by the

apparition of a good supply of cold roast mutton, with

some oaten bread, and potatoes in great abundance.

Laying joyous hands npon his prize, he bore it with much
gratification to the deal table which stood in the centre of

the apartment, and presently fell to work upon it: his

* Lless all hcrec
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hostess, during the whole time, preserving her attitncia

and look of indifTerence or listlessness, of which her giicst

was now too agreeably occnpicd to take any cognizance.

While he ^7as yet seated at table, the sound of several

voices outside the door diverted his attention, for the first

time, from his fare. The occasional broken and hurried

sentences of command or remonstrance which were b;indied

from one to tlie other of the unseen speakei'S, were alter-

nated by the low and stifled bleatings of a sheep, Avhich

speedily terminated in a quick and gurgling expression of

pain, that sufficiently demonstrated the means which had

been adopted to secure silence.

" Smaha buhill! " exclaimed one, "faix, she's a joyant

of a baste. Take her round to the barn. Will ; and do

you an Lewy make haste in to your supper. Here Vauria
!

"

"Vauria is here av you want her", shrilled out the old

woman, who had, at the first sound of the voices, made
an extraordinary exertion to place a skillet of potatoes

over the fire before the speakers should enter, and had now
resumed her pipe and indolence.

This had scarcely passed, when a stout, able-bodied

man, his face smeared with bog-dust, having the appear-

ance of a grazier (and a very ill-looking one), finng him-

self into the house. His astonishment at beholding a

stranger quietly seated at his table, and demolishing his

clieer, was so vividly expressed as scarcely for the moment
to place his hospitality in a very fiivourable point of view.

It was only after an uninterrupted gaae of a few seconds,

that he suffered a half unconscious "Dieu ith" to pass his

lips. " Dieu ith agus a Vauria !
"* was the reply of Aylmer.

"'Tisu't driven in by the weather you were?" continued

the cottager (meaning directly the contrary). Ayhner
Ludtlud an assent, as he continued eating. "A smart

evening, indeed", was the next observation. " »S//a

ffuthinef'f replied the collegian, still continuing to use his

• God and Mary be with yuu. ^ Yes, indeed.
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vcmnoninr tongue, and in every possible way endcavonring

to mystify his real condition.

Tlie querist was about to address the old woman, wlien,

darting a sudden glance at his guest, he quickly asked

him "if he understoou English?" a question which

the infrequency of the accomplishment in those districts

rendered feasible enough. Instantly catching at the

probable motive in which it originated, Aylmer replied at

once in the negative. The cottager and the old woman
soon after entered into conversation in their own broken

and mangled eflfurt at the idiom.

"All who tould him fare the mutton was ?" inquired

the owner of the house, after the woman had satisfied

him as to all jircvious particulars. " In troth it's asy

seen what a thrashen he meant to give it, when he stript

to the w"?:!: that way ". Here Aylmer was near betraying

himself :»y the smile which began to struggle on his lips.

*'Lew\' did a purty piece o' work this evening (night) ',

continued the host: " Cahill-cruv-dharug's herdsman will

be missen a ha'porth o' tar in the mornen. One of the

prettiest creatures on the long walk, and fat, ready to

melt in our arms. Take it from me, Vauria, Caliill Fitz-

manrice won't be a bit glad to be eased of her, to-uiorrow

morning".
" Let him score it over against the blood of Robert

Aylmer, then, and he'll be the gainer still, may be ",

muttered the old woman.
" Pho 1 Pho ! Easy. What nonsense you talk. "Was'nt

he cleared o' that be a judge an jury, in the face o' the

whole country ?—Pho !

"

" I was aboord the boat that awful night, an I heard

words spoken that ought'nt to pass a Christian's lips,

except he was a Turk. But what's the use of being

talking? There's as much time to come after as ever

went before us, an they say bluod will speak if it bursts

the grave for it".
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Often as he had heanl these circumstances repeatorl,

and enthusiastic as early conviction had made liim in tiie

confidence of their utter groundlessness, it was not very

easy for Aylmer to support his assumption of perfect list-

lessness and inditference, Avhile the above conversatiun

was passing. Notwithstanding the feeling of indignation

which the rambling imputations of the hag excited in

his mind, he could not prevent their sinking deep into his

spirits, and taking a hold there which he in vain en-

deavoured to shake off. The coy v lotion, too, of the

immediate and imminent peril in winch he was placed

—

for it was no longer a matter of doubt to him that he had

fallen upon a gang of the far-famed Kerry slieep-stealers

—contributed not a little to the uneasiness of his situ-

fition. He began strenuously to long for an opportunity of

withdrawing himself from the chance of further illustrations

of their mountain hospitality.

Shortly after, the cottager started up from his seat by
the fire, and said rapidly : " There's the white horse on

the i)zaties ; I'll go and and see what is it keeps the boys,

and do you get up one o' your old ancient fables, and

keep this man by the fire till we come back. We'll talk

o' what's to be done abroad".

No sooner had the speaker disappeared than Aylmer
began to meditate the mo^t probable means of taking

himself out of the cottage and its neighbourhood, without

awakening suspicion. He got up from the table—walked

towards the fire—resumed all his dress, with the exception

of his hat, which still hung in tlie chimney corner, reeking

against the heat: and after all this was done witii as

great an appearance of carelessness and inditference as lie

could command, he took his seat by the fire, stirred it up
briskly, and made an etfort to engage his hostess in con-

versation ; in which, however, to his great satisfaction, he

totally failed. Tlie old woman seemed to be one whom
time had beaten dowu into a state of almost uecative
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existence, and whose only positive enjoyment seemed to

consist in the absence of all exertion. Far from com-

plying with the cottager's desire that she should endeavour

to entertain her guest, she seemed, from tlie moment of hig

departure, to be almost unconscious of the presence of a

second person ; and went on exhausting her store of to-

bacco, and musing over the fire with the comfortable air

of a slave who has been relieved from the presence of the

task-master.

The violence of the tempest had now considerably

abated, although the night still continued dark, and the

wind hissed along the broken thatched roof in fitful and

uneasyi gusts. After making some observation on the

change, Aylmer walked towards the little window, as if to

look out upon the night, and in so doing stumbled upon a

new confirmation of his suspicions. Casting his eye,

accidentally, towards the hurdle loft, which was con-

structed over the ceiling of an inner apartment, he

observed several piles of sheepskins thrust under the

3loping eaves, and heaped towards the centre, the spoils

of many an enterprise similar to that of which he had just

before witnessed the termination.

As the time rolled on, the anxiety of the youth in-

creased, and he determined at length on making some
exertion for his freedom, before the male tenants of the

cottage should return. Leaving his hat where it hung,

in order the more effectually to baffle the suspicions

which his absence might occasion, he made some trifling

remark to the old woman, and passed into the air. After

he had crept a few paces from the house, and felt himself

placed without the immediate circle of the influence of its

possessors, lie made a joyous bound on his path, and ran

along for a considerable distance, without a moment's

pause, in the direction from which he had turned aside

during the tempest. The rain had ceased and the wind

abated, but the sky was yet loaded with vapour, and ilia
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wanderer had little more than random conjecture to de-

pr^nd upon in pursuing his route over the mountain heath.

Early as it yet was in the night, and totally ignorant as

he was of the distance he might have to conquer before

he should arrive at the termination of the wilds, he could

not avoid feeling an occasional depression of spirits v\'hea

he reflected on the possibility of his being pursued; in

which case the familiarity of his enemies with the passes

of the mountain and its bogs, must leave him at a

perilous disadvantage. He dashed forward on his way,

however, without stopping to calculate disheartening

probabilities, and journeyed for nearly an hour without

meeting any impediment to arrest his progress, or any

piece of good fortune that might assist it.

On a sudden, the disparting of an immense mass of

cloud, which had for a long time been condensed on the

horizon behind him, betrayed the night-walker to the

glances of a few kind stars, and very shortly after the veil

was withdrawn from the fair, round, fat face of the winter

moon herself, and a welcome flood of Ught was poured

about his path. He now discovered himself to be still

surrounded, as far as his sight could reach, with the uneven

wilderness of heath, over which he had so long been

toiling, and no indication lay, within the wide circuit

which his eye was enabled to comprehend, of human
neighbourhood. There was no sign of cultivation, no

bound of partition, nothing but heath and bog to be dis-

covered, and this circumstance contributed materially to

depress the cheerfulness of spirit which the sudden acces-

sion of Ught had awakened within him. This uncomfort-

able state of mind, however, in some time began to give

place to a feeling of more immediate and positive alarm.

Whether it was that his imagination, highly excited as it

had been by the events of the evening, became over quick

at transforming all indistinct sights and sounds into

occasioQS of terror, or that such occasions did in reality

2
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exist, Ajlmer could not divest himself of a strong con-

sciousness that the chase was up behind. Now and then,

in the intervals of the distant moaning of the Ca?hen, his

ear was startled by the fancied or actual echoes of the

baying of a hound upon his track, a sound, howeverj which

was yet so fine and so equivocal,

" that nothing lived

'Twixt it and silence".

He paused for a moment, and bent his ear to the earth

in order to assure himself. In a little lime he became
convinced of its reality. The portrait of the cottage

hound which had startled him at first sight by the indi-

cations of fatal sagacity which he could collect from its

appearance, " so flewed, so sanded ", its head

hung
With ears that swept away the morning dew,

Cross-kneed, anddewlapp'd like Thessalian bulls";

its sullen, blood-shot eye, and lumpish mouth, all rushed

together upon his recollection, and utterly discomfited the

slight feeling of security to which he had just before

begun to deliver himself up. He grasped his black thorn

club Avith a firmer gripe, and at once made up his mind
to the most desperate contingencies that could arrive. If

a much more extensive tract of land lay between him and
the houses of honest men, it was evident he had not the

slightest chance of eluding his pursuers, provided as they

were with so fearful and so infallible a clue to his position.

His only reliance was on a pair of vigorous limbs, Avhich

ho forthwith applied to the best purpose possible, and
which he might have calculated on with very great ra-

tionality, had his hunters been altogether human. As it

was, in spite of all his exertions, he found that they were
gaining rapidly upon him. Ho darted forward with re-

newed speed, and as he panted and stumbled on his course^
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in OR? of those glances of reflection, which even in the

act of the most violent bodily exertion, will sometimes

Cash upon the reason, he made a wordless resolution

within ins heart, that he never would hunt or course a

hare as long as he lived.

Still he dashed forward headlong on his path, and still

that horrid, sullen, twanging cry became louder and louder

upon his track, until it sounded in his ear, as the trumpet's

charge might be supposed to do in that of a soldier des-

tined to a forlorn hope. The shouting of the animal's

masters, too, cheering their guide upon the game, became
audible in the distance. With a failing spirit, Aylmer
glanced on all sides as he bounded along, but could discern

no means of even possible protection. No stream, no
tract of water by wliich he might baffle the terrible instinct

of his four-footed enemy, not one of the many contri-

vances by which lie had heard and read this had been

successfully accomplished, here presented themselves. His

brain, his sight, his senses became confused ; a fear like

that which oppresses the dreamer in a fit of night-mare,

lodged itself upon his heart ; his will became powerless,

and the motion which still hurried him along his path,

might almost be termed involuntary. He thought of

nothing, he saw nothing, he heard nothing, but the fast

approaching terrors in his rear, the heavy, confident baying

of the hound, and the fierce hallooing of his pui-suers.

Fortune seemed in every way to conspire against the de-

voted youth, for in rushing down a slight declivity of the

heath, a small tuft of the weed came in contact with his

foot, and flung him with considerable violence on the

ground. He sprung to his feet again, but fell at the first

effort to proceed ; his foot was maimed past all use. One
thrill of utter despair shot through his frame, and the next
moment a perfect indiflerence came over him. The shouts

of the hunters were now almost close upon him, but, and
he hardly trusted his sense when it first informed him of
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it, there was another sound mingled with theirs. Ha
started to bis feet, and stood erect in spite of his hurt ; he

heard the sound distinctly—it was the dash of waters on

his left. Clasping his hands together, and offering, in one

flashing thought, as fervent a thanlcsgiving as ever passed

sinner's lips, he staggered toward the spot. Coming sud-

denly over the brow of the hill, he beheld immediately

before him a small river, broken in its course by several

ledges of rock, and flinging itself in masses of white foam
into a kind of basin, whose surface the full winter's moon
had lighted up with its gladdening influence, so as to

shine "like a welcoming" in the student's eyes. The
banks of the stream were fringed with drooping sallows,

and a dark angle close to where he stood seemed to otfer

the closest and securest mode of concealment that he could

desire. Witliout a moment's thought or wavering, he

slipped down the bank, and seizing one of the twigs,

plunged himself, all reeking with perspiration as he was,

into the cold, freezing, November flood.

He had not been in this situation long enough to feel

the inconvenience of the transition, when his anxieties

were renewed by the approach of his pursuers. Creeping

under the screen of the hanging sallows, and still clinging

to the twig which he had grasped, he remained up to his chin

in the water, imitating the action of some species of water-

fowl, wlien conscious that they are under the eye of the

fowler. From this concealment, completely enveloped,

as he was, in a piece of impenetrable shade, he could see

his bandy-legged, shag-eared foe, bound fiercely to the

bank immediately above him. The animal stopped short,

snorted, looked across the stream, and whisked his head,

with an action of impatience and disappointment. He
ran up and down the bank, his nostrils expanded and

bent to the earth, and snuffed long and argumentatively

about the very spot where Aylmcr had dcsceudcd. In a
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few seconds after he heard the voices of the mountahieers

at the top of the hil!.

" Blessed Saviour o' the airth !— Lewy ! the sthranic !—
"We're lost for ever!— Conic back here, Sayzer!—The

iinnait'i-el, informing Dane ! To come among us and make
a fool of a shoulder of as good mutton as was ever dhrov

the wrong way off a sheep-walk ; and, I'll be your bail for

it, he'll have the army with us to buckist* in the morning,

av we stay for them (which we won't)—sorrow skreed o'

the maifc he left upon the bones, as much as would make
a supper for old Vauria herself".

Aylmer was too uncomfortably situated at the moment,
to enjoy these jests on his prowess at the sheep-stealer's

board, and waited Avith much uneasiness until the speaker

and his companions might be concluded out of all power
of observation. Day had begun to dawn before he ven-

tured to re-ascend the bank; and never was the benevolent

eye of the morning startled by a more pitiable spectacle

of solitary human misery, than he presented at that

moment. His fingers, stilF and crimpled up with the cold,

refused to close around the shrubs which he attempted to

grasp, his joiuts were all stark and painful, and his hair

and clothes distilling a hundred streams, as if he were, like a

male Niobe, about to be resolved into a portion of the element

to wlifcli he had just been indebted for his existence.

Great as was the general inconvenience which he felt, how-
ever, he had the satisfaction to find that the cold im-

mersion had arrested the progress of whatever inflamma-

tory symptoms his sprain in tiie foot had occasioned, ai;d

he was now enabled to turn the limb to which it apper-

tained to some account. He walked, like apiece of half-

animated stone-work, along the banks of the stream, for

nearly half a mile, and had the pleasure to observe, in

B^jitc of the duuds which the agitations and ei.ertioiis <rf

* Lieukfo^it.
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the night had still left upon his brain, that he was close to

one of the most frequented public roads of the country.

He had no difficulty in discovering his exact position, and

was not a little comforted at finding that he was no more

than a mile from the residence of his friend and guardian,

Mr. Fitzmaurice. Not willing, however, to present him-

self before his old friends in the deplorable yet ludicrous

plight to which his mountain adventure had reduced him,

he directed his course toward his own family residence,

which lay at no great distance from him, and which, though

it had only occasionally been occupied by him, was, he

knew, tenanted by the aged widow of his dead father's

herdsman, and her son, Sandy Culhane. At the hands of

those old "follyers" of his family, Aylmer knew he might

calculate on receiving all the accommodation which his

present condition rendered necessary. His long absence

Irom the country, uninterrupted, as it had been, by even a

visit to his friends at the customary seasons for such in-

dulgence, secured him against all probability of being

recognized on the way to the " gi'eat house ", and he met

with no interruption in his walk thither, which was easily

accomj)lished before the sun had well shook himself after

his night's sleep.

Bally-Aylmer was one of those architectural testimonies

to the folly of our fathers, which are scattered rather

abundantly over the face of the green isle. Although the

term has slipped from beneath our pen, there was little

worthy of the name of architecture, about either the prin-

cii)al building or its official appendages. The site of the

house appeared to have been selected in those days when
it was the wont (contrary to modern practice on similar

occasions) to choose the lowest, as the most graceful, as

well as convenient and salubrious position, and when that

position was ascertained by rolling a large round stone

doun an eminence, and sinking the foundation wherever it

happened to repose. Aylmer, fatigued as he was, found
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a sufficient excitement in the first view of his native plnce,

to divert his attention in some degree from his sufferings.

Accustomed, as he had been during his absence, to the

splendours of metropolitan architecture, he could not avoid

feeling a momentary sense of humiliation, when he per-

ceived the utter poverty and tastelessness of an establish-

ment which in his childhood he had been used to look

upon as the perfection of elegance, and with which even

his distant recollection had not presumed to quan-el, luitil

he now brought his classical feeling and experienced

judgment full upon it, in all its hideous and awkward
reality. The entrance consisted of two lean, gawky-

looking piers, built of plain rough stone, and standing

bolt-upright, like young steeples, on each side of a low,

shattered, paltry wooden gate, which had long discon-

tinued the use of its hinges, and was propped up to its

office by the assistance of a few large stones, rolled against

the lower bars, the removal of whici), for the admission of

cars (carts) and horses, usually occupied as much time

each day as a caipenter might have lost in screwing on

a fresh pair of hinges. On the summit of one of those

piers, a noseless Banthee, or Banatliee, done in lime-

stone, the work of some rustic Westmacott, might be

observed in the act of combing her long and flowing hair,

an action very generally attributed to this waruing spirit.

Upon the other, nothing was visible to the naked eye.

That fashionable appendage to modern improvement, a

factitious lake, was not wanted here, though the specimen

presented was rather on the small scale. It consisted of

a sheet of some li.piid or other, about twenty feet by

twelve in extent (lying close inside the entrance), and

greeted more senses than one of the incomer, with an in-

tensity which it required no great fastidiousness to de-

precate. The house itself, a square-roofed, lumpish-

looking ediiice, sadly out of repair, and dc itute of even

a s'jlitary twig or tir to conceal its threadbare masonry;
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its lino of red bin(lin,!;--iiles broken and blown away;

its chimneys damaged and menacing; and its slated roof

hospitably inviting, in divers-apertnres, the visitations of

the winds and rain— all, together, presented as bleak and

comfortless a spectacle as ever greeted even a provincial

eye. ^^'ithout detaining the adventurous youth any

3onger in his uncomfortable deshabille, we shall hasten to

relieve the pain of our sympathising i-eader, by iufui-ming

him that Aylmer was not disappointed in his calculations

on the services of old Ally Culhane, by whose assistance

he was presently rid of his cumbersome habiliments, and

introduced to the consolation of a well aired, well blan-

keted state bed, where he speedily lost all memory of his

night's ramble, in a good, sound, healthy, dreamless sleep.

The only immediately habitable rooms in the venerable

mansion, were that in which its heritor atpresent slumbered,

and the kitchen in which the aged Ally and her son had

domiciliated since the house had been in a great measure

abandoned to them by its original possessors. The others

had been partly stript of their furniture and locked up, or

appropriated to the Irish use of store-rooms and granaries

for the produce of the adjacent acres, which were turned

to the best possible account for the benefit of his ward
by Mr. Fitzmaurice, who seemed never happy, or even

contented, unless when he was occupied in some way or

other about the Aylmer property. Though he was a

native of a country where more apologies are found for the

shedding of human blood than would, if universally ad-

mitted, greatly further the interests of society, and al-

though much of his life had passed amid scenes where

homicide was familiar as the day-light, Cahill Fitzmaurice

had, either from a natural quickness of feeling, or fi'om

the influence of that half-animal, half-chivalrous sense of

moral honour whi('h is so often made to supply the jilace

of system, of principle, or of true religion in the minds of

a neglected people, retained a tctchiiiess of spirit about
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what he was pleased to call his reputation, which, would

come with an ill grace enougli from the lips of a smuggler

of the present day. Notwithstanding his "honourable

acquittal " too, by the county grand jury, of the horrible

oflfence imputed to him, and tlie assurance of tliose his

judges, that "he left his dungeon with as unstained a

character as if he never had been called to it "—ror

speeches of th-is kind M-ere among the specimens of cant

in vogue then, as well as now,—Fitzmaurice felt con-

vinced, and the conviction sunk deep into his soul, that

suspicion was a shade of guilt, and that there was, in fact,

no such thing as an " honourable acquittal " from a public

accusation. The consequence of this feeling was, a total

and marked alteration in the character of the man. His

frankness—his hospitality—his broad-faced, laughing good-

humour,— all his social qualities were blasted, as if by a

lightning shock. He was no longer to be seen at the fair

or session ; his steward being entrusted w ith an unlimited

discretion, as to the fate of the Hocks and droves which

were transmitted to all places of public traffic. His farm

was, in a great degree, neglected by him ; and the only

active business in wich he still continued to take anything

like an active interest, was, as before alluded to, the

improvement of his young ward's inheritance, in which he

was vigorous and successful ; having contrived, during the

long period of the youth's minority, to amass for his

future benefit a sum of money which might enable him, at

the proi)er season, to take possession of his patrimony in

a manner calculated to assure him of an influential station

in his native country. His house and his board were still

open to the traveller, and the welcome was not diminished

either in its warmth or sincerity ; but it came no longer from

his own lips,—he never ajjpeared among liis guests, aud

was seldom visible even to an early acquaintance. His pride,

in fact his Irish pride, had been stabbed to the heart ; ho

felt tliat it wad in the power of any man who grudged hito

2*
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the fragment of reputation he still retained, to snatch it

.Tom him by a word, a look, a gesture. With this con-

viction full upon his own mind, he had, in the two or three

elTorts which lie made immediately after his liberation to

regain his old place among his old friends, entered into

their society with an almost morbid tremulousness of

feeling— a quickness to anticipate the intention of slight,

which is alike the characteristic of the fiery and chivalrous,

and of the weak and sensitive nature, and which, in

various degrees, has been set down as the leading pecu-

liarity of the veritable Milesian by all painters of national

character, from the days of Captain Macmorris down to

those of the knight of Blunderbuss Hall. The em-
barrassment which this feeling imparted to. his manner,

naturally communicated itself to those whom he addressed,

and the unfortunate Pltzmaurice, not possessed of sutficient

philosophy to trace the effect to its real origin in his own
demeanour, attributed it at once to the unquieted suspicions

which his overwrought susceptibility had led him to an-

ticipate, and gave up the attempt at once in a paroxysm
of despair. Thus it was that, with as kind, as generous,

and as benevolent a heart as ever beat, Fitzmaurice found

himself, in the vigour of his manhood and in the fidl

possession of all those qualities which had for a long series

of years rendered him the delight of his companions, struck

down, by one home-blow, into a branded and degraded

wretch, whom chance had protected from death, but not

from ignominy. The gloom which was thus cast over his

heart, speedily found its way to his brow ; and, in a few

years, he would have been a skilful physiognomist who
could have traced, in the sallow, wasted check, the in-

dented temples, the contracted, darkening brows, the thin,

colourless lips, and sullen, dark, disappointed eye of the

man, a memory of the broad, red, careless, moon-cheeked

face of the noisy Culiill Fitzmaurice, the Pylades of Robert

A}lmer. JSo consciousness of innocence could comfort cr
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BTtpport him under the pressure of so grievous, so over-

whelming an accusation as that which had been cast upon

him. He had been charged in open court with the murder

of his oldest aud kindest friend ; he had even been bowed
down to the ignominy of giving a formal denial to such a

charge. There are imputations the very necessity of dis-

proving which is as blasting to a man's character, as the re-

cording guilty to others ; and Fitzmaurice thought, or felt,

that this was one of them. One meiit, however, he at least

possessed amid all the blameful sullenness and darkness of

spirit to which he delivered himself up—he never was
heard to indulge in those "whys" and "wherefores" on

the justice of his fate, in which (very unhappily) so many
sufferers, self-tormentors, and uneasy speculators in matters

of Providence, are apt to look for consolation. Fitz-

maurice took the more rational and amiable part of quiet

endurance; and those who were familiar with his temper

and habits (as he had once been), remarked, some with

wonder, some with pleasure and commendation, that the

doom which seemed to oppress his heart, even to breaking,

never had the power to wring from his hps a single

murmur of com])laint against Heaven.

Notwithstanding this sentiment of resignation, or

"whatever it niight be, it is still doubtful whether the heart

of the man could have borne up long, if it were left to its

own solitary broodings over the events of the past, and
the bleak, dreary nothingness of the prospect which the

future presented to the eye of his sorrow. One con-

solation, however, had been spared him—one true friend

—unchanged, unchangeable— one wound up in all his in-

terests aud feelings, as intimately as even in the help-

lessness of unfriended degradation he could have desired

—one whose duty as well as inclination it was to cling to

him under any circumstances that stopped short of moral

guilt, and who would have died, even at that point,

before the link tiiat bound them together had been suu-
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dered. It was his only child and daughter, Katharine, of

whom mention has been made before now in om- story.

True, it was not until many years had elapsed after her

father found cause to sigh for a real friend, that Kate had

reached an age sufficiently matured to enable her to com-
prehend, much less to sympathise in, his distresses ; but

her devoted and passionate attachment to her parent

seemed to be born with her, and the slow but sensible

development of a vigorous reason which manifested itself

in the progressive force and eloquence of her consolations

in his hours of depression, came over the spirit of the

broken man with the influence of a gradual summer sun-

rise. There is so much of vanity mixed up with even the

most amiable ser.timents of our nature, that we never

fail to direct all the energies of our affection with

most satisfaction and assiduity, where we perceive them
to be most successful. There is too an unconscious

gelf-gratificatiou in the exercise of any influence over the

thoughts and feelings of a sutTering fellow-being, which

endears him to us at least quite as sensibly as his unhapp

fortunes do; and ill-natured as the conjecture may appear,

perhaps we should not widely err iu attributing to a

partial operation of this unintended, undetected self-

peeking some portion of the deep devotedness of love, with

which the merry-hearted Kate abandoned herself in the

full glow of youth, and with the fullest capabilities for the

enjoyment of more congenial society, to the silence, th»

solitude, and the gloom of iier father's dark oaken parloui

Without once daring to gi at' fy a mean curiosity by at

certaining, or striving to asjertain, the occasion of the

heaviness that oppressed him, she applied all the po-wers

of her mind and heart to lighten and relieve it. Such

curiosity, indeed, she never was at any time assailed wiiJi,

for, however changed her parent might appear to otiiers

who remembered him in ihe gaiety of his manhood, he lia'^

always been the same in her eyes, always the dliscomfiL*.ti#
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doTv-ncast, silent, and fitful, jet kind and affectionate old

man. Her education had taken place altogether under

her paternal roof, and Fitzmauricc had the happiness to

find that he had not injured his daughter by neglecting the

hints respecting a few years' boarding in Killarney convent,

which some religious friends had scattered in his ear.

On the evening, and about (periiaps) the very period

v^!len Avlmer was converging with the stranger in the

Kerry mountains, the father and daughter were seated in

the large, old-fashioned parlour, the window of whicli com-
manded, at a vast distance, a view of the hills or yet

more gentle elevations of the soil which run along tiie line

of coast, revealing at intervals certain glimpses of tiie blue

vaters of Dingle Bay, which were all massed at present in

one glow of hazy splendour by the influence of the de-

parting sun. Kow and then a white sail, glancing like a

speck of light on the waters, appeared and fliited across

those scanty gaps in the horizon, all moving inland, and

relieving by their motion and the associations which tlicv

waked up, a good deal of the still and monotonous ro|)ose

of the interjacent prcspect. The old man, who had been

more than usually gloomy during the evening, and wlio had
not spoken during several hours, now sat, his arm-chair

drawn towards the window and fronting the distant bav,

on which his eyes were fixed with an expresjion varied

only in its intensity, but at all times stamped with the

hue of a consistent and enduring melanciioly. Kate,

with the fineness of tact which long habit as well as

native delicacy had given her, perceived that something
had occurred during the course of the day, most of which he

had spent at Bally-Aylmer, to agitate him, and she felt

that it was one of those moments at which all interference

w ith, or intrusion upon, his feelings, Avould jar against his

very nature. She pursued her work therefore in silence,

venturing oidy in an occasional impulse of anxiety to steal

a glance from under her cui'ved eye-lashes at his darkenin:j,
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dispirited conntennr.ee. Had K;ite been gif;ed v/ith any

portion of physiognomical penetration, she mifjiTt liave

read, in tiiat apparently still and evenly dejected range of

features, the iuflnence of thoughts wliich should have ex-

cited her love, her pity, her sorrow, and her dismay, by
turns. She might have beheld a long train of mournfully

joyous associations, touched from their sleep by the in-

fluence of the sueet scene on wliich his eye was tixed, and

awakening, in their turn, recollections still more remote, ail

blended and mixed up with the absorbing event in which

all his misery had originated, and eacii bringing a new
stimulant to the disease m liich that event, and its con-

sequence, had occasioned in his mind.

While each thus followed up their own fancies "in

Bocial silence ", the attention of Katiiarine was diverted by
a light tapping at the parlour-door, which, opening pre-

sently after, admitted the tip of a polished, pretty nose, a

blue eye, and a section of a broad, bold forehead. Th*
blue eye was directed on the young mistress of the mansioij

and the finger of a hand, yet reeking with soap suds, and

of a wrinkled whiteness, was forthwith j)rotruded t*"

beckon her from the apartment. Kate obeyed the actij>

in silence.

~ "W'liat's the matter now, Norry?" said the young la'i'

"It's from Bally-Aylmer, miss", was the reply. "Sa:iC/

Culhane to be to the poslit-office to day, and to hav;

letters for yourself and himself".

Witliout waiting to hear more, her lively mistress

bounded and skipped past the girl to the kitchen, where

stood the welcome messenger, who liad, it would seem,

refused to deliver np his precious freight, until he should

have received his albricias, either iu smiles or commen-

dations, from the lips of the "jj'.ing missis heraelf, th^

darlen ".

'J"hese letters were what Katharine judged them to be,

the avaut couriers of Ayliuer's return, written about tt
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fflonth before, and now almost overtaken by liim, an event

\et\s usual in Irish post-oflices at the present day than it

was then, when there was no Sir Edward Lees to keep the

rrachiaery in wo.'-kini^ condition. More than half the

delight which she felt, however, instantly referred itself to

her parent, and her affectionate heart bounded at the

thought, that she had at last found something with which

she might venture to break in upon the gioora that had
taken possession of his mind during the whole afternoon.

"I have news for you, sir", said she as she reentered

the apartment on tiptoe, her pretty lip pinched up to

murder a smile that was still struggling for its life, her

half-shut, gray, waggish eyes bent merrily on his, and her

whole face beaming with a child-like, irrepressible delight.

" Go, go, you little fool, mind your woik ".

" I know who will be the loser then ", retorted Kate, as

with an affectation of hoydeuish freedom, she leaned over

the back of his chair, and nourished the letter before his eyes.

" Who, monkey ?
"

"Do you know that hand?" replied Kate, slip])Ing one

soft white arm round her father's neck, and with the othe,"

holding the letter steadily before him, while she watchc.*'

his countenance, as one would that of a child to whom one

has just given a new gilt-covered picture-book, Whili>

Fitzmaurice put on his spectacles and glanced over ' .e

contents of the letter, she felt a quick and hurri^i) pul

sation beneath her hand, which at once induce'' Iier tx

withdraw it from his neck. Her intuitive 'it-licacy of

feeling made her shrink with scorn from the acquiring an

insight iuto the soul of another by the use of any of those

"points of cunnynge", of which my Lord Veruhim, Bacon,

gives us so elaborate and philosophical a detail.

"The third!" said Fitzmaurice, when he had concluded;

"then I should not be surprised it' we had hi'n here this

evening".

"This evening! vvj!" exclaimed Kate, as she
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glanced first at her dress, and then, involiintanlj, at the

ancient pier-glass, -with its gorgeous volumes of gilded

foliage, on the other side of the room.
" v)ii ! you! What you? Poh ! what nonsense!"'

exclaimed Fitzmaurice, as he observed the direction which

her eyes had taken. "This young man's arrival, Kate,

seems to give yon a great deal of pleasure ".

Kate blushed, between a feeling of consciousness and of

surprise, and witliout making any reply, slie looked in her

fiither's face with an expression of astonishment, confusion,

and curiosity.

" To me ", he continued replying to her gesture, " I

confess this intelligence brings no nnmingled sensation. I

believe I have done enough to show that I love young
Aylmer well—I like him too, for his own gentle qualities,

as much as for his name's sake ; but I cannot forget,

neither, that to that very name I owe the loss of all I prized

in life—all my old friends—my geod fame, my poor wife,

your sweet mother, Kate, who was lying on a sick-bed

when I was dragged from her side, to— and who
mingled her deatli-groan with your first cry of sorrow, my
girl, as she placed you in my arms. But these are unfair

and selfish modes of feeling ", he continued, as he saw a

tear glisten in the eye of his daughter ;
" I must learn to

con(iuer tlicm. Only 1 would be alone for the rest of the

evening". And kissing his daughter affectionately, the old

man passed to his slee^jing apartment.******
During all this while Aylmer has been enjoying a com-

fortable sleep, and it is high time we should wake him up
again f(jr the amusement of our readers, or, to speak more
modestly, for tlie furtlierance of our story. The noon of

a bright frosty day had just passed when he awoke. So
heavy and unbroken had been his rest, that he could

scarcely believe his eyes, wlicn he saw the sunbeams strike

on a point of noon which he remembered from his i;hiJd-
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hood. Aylmer had not yet passed that happy season of

life when novelty is enjoyment, and change of place and

circnmstance seems almost to imply change of being. Aa
he opened his eyes on the old-fashioned curtains of his old-

fashioned state bed, under whose lofty tester he had often

reposed in childhood, and recognized the faces of many fa-

miliar friends on those hangings—the same pike-nosed

grayhound, in the yet unaccomplished act of springing

over the same barred gate, the same hunter, sticking in the

same slough, and the same clumsy squire, kissing the same

funny-looking, blowzy-cheeked milk-maid—it seemed to

him as if the whole intervening space had been but the

circle of one long night, and all its crowd of events and

changes nothing more than the shadows of a vivid dream.

Yv^lien he flung back the curtains, however, and tossed ly»

manly bulk out of bed, the sight of a tolerably rounded calr

gave him, like the beard of liip Van Winkle, assurance of

their reality.

His toilet, and the preparations for it made by his oil

friend Ally, also reminded him of his change from Irish

city to Irish country life. The luxury of soap was what

she appeared to be totally unprovided with, from her

having substituted in its place a handful of dry oatmeol

and a small, clean piggin-fuU of new milk, a quid-pro-quo

by no means satisfactory to a young man whose darkening

chin advised him of the necessity of raising a lather, lie

now perceived, what in the gray doubtful light of t);';

morning dawn had escaped his observation, the extremt-ry

dilapidated state of the apartment in which lie stood. 'J'lie

single window was eked out, half glass, half paper; and

the shutters swung crazily on their hinges. 'J'hc plastering

of the ceiling, as well as of the walls, had fallen away
in various places ; and, on one side of the room where

a partition divided it from the kitchen, this circumstance,

disclosed a secret of true Munster economy, credital)lo

alike to the ancient and the present tenants of the
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mansion. Tlic partUion appeared to be composed of hard

slane-tmf* vvliich in its smooth coat of mortar and white-

wash, had escaped the eyes of inquisitive housewives for a

succession of lustra, until this uufortiniate demohtion of

the outworks had talceu place. On the first occasion for

an immediate supply of firing, which subsequently oc-

curred, Sandy sent his right leg through the partition, and

furnished his hearth from the breach, to Avliich he often

afterwards recurred, although a bog lay within twenty

perches of the house, declaring that " the ould Avail burned

like coal ". The breach was at present stopped Avith a

dismantled door of an inner room. "No matter I" thought

Aylmer, as he plunged his puckered-up, grinning face into

the basin of biting cold Avater, "these things shall be mended
Avlien I take the management of the place into my own hands".

As he proceeded in the act of purification, he perceived

that his o\\ n clothes had been remoA^ed from the apartment,

as he concluded, for the purpose of being dried; and u

suit perfectly strange to him, both from its fashion and its

material, Avas laid across the lofty back of a huge oaken

chair in tlieir stead. It consisted of a blue jacket and

trousers bagging tOAvard the ankle in sailor fashion, both

closely studded Avith gilt buttons, strung in rows wherever

buttons AAcre admissible, and altogether having a great

deal more the air of venerable age, both in their cut and

texture, than fell iu very lovingly Avith the modern taste of

the young student. He put them on, however, in default

of better, and Avas not a little surprised to find himself as

exactly fitted as if they had been cut for himself, and
"upon scientific jmnciiiles". As he concluded his toilet,

he recognized, through the breach, the voice of his old

companiun, Sandy, crooning OA'er an old fox-hunting ditty,

as he sat iu the chimney corner, addressing, between

* So called to distinguish it from hniicl tMrf ; the one beinjj cut

from the soil Avith an iii.struiiieiic called a .sanf, the other aliaiicd

with the hand out of a soft hoggy stulf, which is afterwards arieil.
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occasional bars of the raelodv, suncliy conjoctnretJ to 'ai?

mother on the probable issue of Aylmer's retura

:

"Good morrow, Fox".— " Good morrow, sir",

" Pray wliat is tliat j^ou're ating?
"

•' A' fine fat goose 1 stole from _v()u

:

I'ray, will you come aud taste it?"
"Niel flash e piuc

Niel niesh e giub,

Indeed I will not taste it

;

Diit I promise you, you'll scrcly rue

That fine fat goose you're atiugl
"

" Eh, mother ! holy saints, protect an' save ns ! look

there !
" cried Sandy, starting from his place, and crossing,

with a face expanded in wonder and awe, to his niotlier,

as Aylmer suddenly entered the liitchen, and confronted

him. The old woman, turning her hung-beef countenance

over her shoulder, seemed to catch the alarm from her son,

and flung her withered arms round his neck for pr'^

tection, Avhile her smoky eyes continued bent on the

astonished youth.
" Hooee ! Alilu-war-yeh ! Sandy, dear ! 0, murthcr

!

'Tis it that's there !

"

" 'Tis himself, all out !
" roared Sandy.

" The liven iniidge! " said Ally.

" Jest as if it stept out o' the pictur frame, down ! A
sperrit, no less !

"

"An the hair! an the eyes! an the whole tote! It

bates cock-fighten !

"

"My good people", said Aylmer, as soon as he had
sufficiently recovered his suqorise to cut short the torrent

of their ejaculations, " this may be very amusing to you
aud very flattering to me, for aught I know ; but would
you be kind enough to explain what it is in my person

that sets you roaring, and kickiag, aud plunging up in a

Corner that way ?—eh ?
"

•^Thul thu—thu—thu! 'Tis master Will, then, him-
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gielf after all!" said Ally, clacking her tongue against the

TOot" of her moutli, as is usual among the peasant Irish,

when they wish to express surprise, compassion, or per-

plexity. After a little time, he was enabled to gather the

occasion of their sudden alarm. The clothes which he

wore, a, id which, after a great deal of rummaging among
old chests, pi'esses, and worm-eaten wardrobes, were dis-

covered by Ally in an inner apartment, belonged in times

past to his father, and helped to strengthen the natural

likeness of tlie son into an almost deceptive similitude.

" Indeed, it's a burning shame for me to mintion it

Master Will, darling", said Ally, as she laid before iiin'

his breakfast of fresh eggs, butter, jelly, smootli-coated

potatoes, and virgin-white milk ;
" but I could'nt get a

taste o' tay, high nor low. But av we have you here to-

morrow, there'll be a kecler o' the beeMings*— a trate yoQ

hadn't in the 'cademy, I'll be your bail. Indeed, Sandy

and meself are trusting now a long while to the milk

o' one stripper; as Mr. Fitzmaurlce says we musu't lay »

wet finger on the little Kerry cows that fill the firkins for

your ixpeuces behind up. Troth, as I tell Sandy, I think

ii's iu the cow's horns it do be going from nf,", etc., etc., etc.

While this chat, and a great deal more equally edi-

fying and imaginative, was gliding forth from between the

old herdswoman's lips, the person addressed was very sa-

gaciously employed on the viands which she had set before

him, and so vigorously did he exert himself, tliat long

before Ally thought of discontinuing her harangue of

mingled welcomes, and praises, and moanings, and com-

plaints, he cut it short by declaring his intcntioa of

setting off immediately for his guardian's house, where, as

he rightly calculated, it was probable his t'iggage had

arrived before now.

• The first milk of a cow immecliafely after her accovrhement is

cnlloil itw///'.;;*" in Ireland; and, dressed ia a [Ciculiar way, ia coi>-

sidered a delicacy there.—Tastes vary.
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It Avas too cold a morning to think a great deal of love,

and ypf- as Aylmer took his way over tlie crisp and frosty

meadk.-vs that lay between him and the residence of the

Fitzmanrices, he could not avoid renewing his conjectures

as to the probable effect of time on the frame and mind of

his fair play-felio\7, and repeatedly putting the silent

question to his heart, whether he should now seriously fall

in love, or no. Capitulation, on such occasions, is a very

usual consequence of parley ; but as this happens to be ouo

of those situations of the heart (so useful to a story-teller),

in which the reader is kind enough to find novelty and en-

tertainment even in repetition, just as one thinks the

dinner-bell, at forty years of age, sounds quite as sweetly

as it did at ten, there can be no great harm in following

the steps of the deliberator through all the gradations of

bis defeat. His spirit warmed within him, in spite of the

season, as he saw the smoke curling off in the light blue

masses (it i-s turf smoke we speak of, gentle London

reader) from the chimneys of Kilavariga house (those

classical names are destructive to all sentiment), every

stone, and brick, and tile, and crink, and cranny of which

were as familiar to his memory as the shape of his nose

or the colour of his hair. There was the great avenue

gate, on which Kate and himself, when relieved from the

stern constraint of their guardian's eye, were wont to in-

dulge in a fine romping bout of swinging, and riding, and

shouting, and screaming, and laughing ; and which, if the

truth must be told, was the scene of many a serious battle-

royal between the pair, so fiir as that fray could be called

a battle, in which all the offence lay on the feminine side.

Stepping over the stile on one side of the closed entrance,

a greater number of remembrancers of the olden time

started up before him—the haggard (Irish-English for hay-

yard), behind the stacks of which they had played many a

merry game of hoop, and hide and seek ; the little pond,

on which they had launched their green flag boats, and



46 THE AYLMEKS OF BALLY-AYL7IER.

cheered t'icm as fliey p1\immed over tlio surface, T^'ith u
keen, and, certainl}-, quite as philosophical an interest, as

the speculators of the T. Y. C. matches on the banks of

Father Thames. Leaving all these sweet stimulants of

memory behind him, however, Aylmer approached the

dwelling of the still sn-eeter being to whom they were in-

debted lor more than half their interest. As he crossed

the lawn, his eyes fixed on the window of the parlour,

which (not the gentle instinct of affection, though we would

fain assert it, but) his memory told him was her appointed

place of work, of study, and of elegant amusement, he

saw the light muslin blind withdrawn for an instant, and a

fair face, with hair clustering about it, in papers, like

ripening grapes, just showed itself, and " vanished, like a

shooting star ". The blind was re-adjusted, and Aylmer
beheld nothing further of the inmates of Kilavariga, until

he had applied himself to the brazen knocker of the hall-

door. It was opened almost instantly by (not the dear

hand which his throbbing h«art had led him to anticipate,

but) the more robust and substantial one of Norry, the

"getter up of small linen" to the establishment. Those

who saw Norry on her return to the kitchen, averred that

there were, in the heightened colour of her cheek and the

sparkle of her eye, tokens of a welcome on her part, and

a greeting on Aylnier's, a little more Irish than the lady of

the house might have been pleased to witness—but this is

none of our business. Aylmer hurried on, with a pulse

throbbing in the tumultuousncss of expectation, into the

parlour, but he found no one there, although the disposiiion

of the furniture showed him that it had been very recently

abandoned by its mistress. The slight feeling of dis-

appointment which this seeming coldness and tai'diness

gave occasion to was quickly removed, however, by the

appearance of two or three curl-papers, dropped near the

pier-glass. Aylmer smiled most roguishly ai' d impudently,

as he stooped to pick one up ; but he was properly
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punisiiccl f( iv Ij'is conceit and impertinence. It v/as torn from

cue of his own best composed and most poetical epistles.

llumUeJ and irritated a little, he began, in the absence

of his friend, to collect from the objects around him all

the indications of the present state of her mind and habits

R'hich these could supply. The dark-grained, wcll-polislied

oaken floor was strewed (around tha work-table) with

fragments of dress, a species of feminine carelessness,

which, hoAvever severely reprehended by mothers and

governesses, has always been regarded both by Aylmer

and myself with much tenderness, as imparting a very

civilized air to a mansion, when disposed with a sulficiently

careful negligence. Nothing is more ornamental to a

lonely house, in a wild country, than those scattered

symptoms of gentle womanhood. A volume of Ferrar's

History of Limerick, lying with a thread-paper between

the leaves, enabled Aylmer to form a diagnostic of a little

female patriotism, while an unmuffled harp, with a music

stand and book near the window, rather modestly thrown

into the shade, gave indications of higher accomplishments

than he had even been led to hope for. All these de-

lightful conclusions were, however, soon cut short by the

sound of a light foot upon the staircase without. His

heart leaped into his eyes, as he bent them on the door

—

the handle stirred— it was opened.
" Kate ! Kate I

"

" Oh, William !

"

I know that there are many respectable persons, whose
theory as well as practice it is, to make all the impulses

of passion and feeling, as well as all the varieties of

action and attitude, obnoxious to the rules of etiquette—

•

who caa be joyous within limit, or most elegantly discon-

Rolate, as the occasion may reqrdrc— and to such I can

have no apology to ofl'er for the conduct of my heroine at

thii conjuncture. She received the friend and pi lymate of

her childhood with an ccatacy truly barbarous—there Is
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no denying the fact— slie almost rnslicd info liis arms—
she hardly checked the kiss Aviiicli he was prcsuniptaous

enough to snatch from her, and very faintly on its reite-

tition ; her delight was outrageously nnsopiiisticated ami
natural— it was, in fact, an Irisli meeting "all over".

When the "Kates", and "NVilliams", and "my good-

ness!" and "dear mecs!" and bursts of laughter, arid all

tlie otiier delicious nothings in which this untamed ailcclioa

is privileged to indulge itself on such occasions, had bcoii

nearly expended, Aylmer contemplated the face and figure

of his young friend with greater attention, and we shall

now describe what he saw as accurately as possible.

lie was not disappointed in any way by either the

countenance or the person of his mistress (for as such, at

the first glance, he iiad set her down) ; and, yet though the

latter tvcid beautiful, the former fell decidedly short ol that

standard. There was no exquisite combinatiun of colour

in the cheeks— no lilies and roses—no rubies—no di-

amonds, and yet the face itself was perfectly cnptivating.

Her lips were thin, but eternally charged with an ex-

pression of arch gravity or undisguised pleasure, which the

restless heart supplied in such continual succession as to-

tally to exclude all thought of considering their pretensions

to mere material beauty. Her eye was gray and shrewd,

in its moments of comparative inaction, but full of fire, of

passion, of mirth, of thought, of feeling, or of fun, ac-

cording as those varying emotions were stirred up within

iicr bosom. The whole countenance fell into a character of

i tensity and animation, which gave the fairest promise in

tlio world of the evenness that might be expected from

the mind and temper. It was the veritable window to the

heart, for which the philosophic braggart affected to sigh,

and was only to be loved for the revealment of the spirit

which was in it. "She is not handsome, decidedly", said

the student to himself, after the elegant fashion of his

compeers iu T. C 1>. ;
" she is none of your brick-aud.
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mortar teauties—but I like her the better— there's vovg
about her. "lis a well built forehead, too ".

The gentleman was no better satisfied with what he

beheld in the person of the lady, than the lady was with

that of the gentleman. She saw in the figure of her

grown-up friend, a well-looking, clever young fellow,

rather under the stature of masculine beauty, and with, to

a prophetic eye, a promise of rotundity (not corpulency)

in his person. His face was a good oval, indicative of

strong intellect, but perhaps quite as much, or rather more
so, of strong passion, his forehead round and resolute, his

eyebrows so Melpomenish, that they would have given a

moped and anxious air to his masque, if they were not

corrected by the vigour and bustle of the eye beneath

them : that was an article of the greatest advantage to the

cliaracter of the whole face. There was no affectation

about it, and yet it was full of meaning, and had a frank-

ness that was royal. His hair, rather black, and doubtful

whether it should curl or no, was thrown back on all sides

in a kind of floating way, an arrangement that savoured

too much of technicality, when it is considered that he was
a haunter of Parnassus, and had moreover once upon a
time been an accomplice in the perpetration of the
" Historical Tragedy " of the " Battle of Aughrim ", in a

cock-loft near Smock Alley, "for charitable purposes",

on which occasion he represented the heroic St. liuth,

who, as is pathetically narrated in the di-ama,

"Adown a -winding valley met his fall,

And died a victim to—a cannou ball !
"

Aylmer was about to question his fair friend on tho

subject of her father, when the door again opened, and
the old man entered. He advanced hurriedly to welcome
bis protdge, and scarcely looked at him, until he had
grasped his hand, while his own, as Aylmer felt,

trembled in the effort. He was about to speak whcu hia

3
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eyes fell full on Aylmer's person ; he glanced quickly and

rather wildly over liis dress and features ; and the words

of welcome stuck in his tliroat. He dropped the young
man's hand, and shrunk back with a look of mingled

wildness and distrust.

"Oh, father", exclaimed Kate, her eyes filling up,
" won't you speak to William ?

"

" What is it Kate ?—Come near me, give me your arm,

child".

" Oh, Mr. FItzmaurice, is this my welcome home ?
"

"Father, dear father!"

" Let the candles be lighted in my room, the sky is

darkening. God bless us 1 What ails you, Kate ?—I am
well, I am very well. Stand back, Aylmer!

"

"I am not welcome then !

"

" Stand back, I say ! no yes welcome ?

Kate, keep near me, my darling. You wrong me, young
man, indeed you do !

"

"How, sir?— tell me!"
"May the great and merciful Lord of the universe

forgive us all ! Surely we are none of us without our

weakness! William, do I deserve this of _?/om.? The night

has fallen already :—Kate, come with me, and get candles

ill my room. Don't drag me down so, girl! I have weiglit

enough upon me : this way ", and gathering the terrihcd

and weeping girl closer to him, he hurried through the

door, leaving Aylmer overwhelmed with wonder, in-

dignation, and dismay.

It was some time before he heard anything further of

his host. The night had, as he remarked, fallen with

mucli suddenness, and the indications of an approaching

snow-storm began to make themselves evident in the

thickening, grayish masses of cloud that driited close over-

head, so as speedily to spread themselves over the face of

the heavens. As Aylmer looked from the parlour window,

the di-eaiiuess of the change produced a chilling effect oa
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his excited spirits for the moment, and served to check the

resolution which he had formed of instantly quitting the

house and returning to Bally-Aylmer. He sat at the

•window, expecting the return of some of the family, and

resolved if possible to obtain some elucidation of the

extraordinary scene that had taken place.

He mused in tliis position for a considerable time, vi'ith

no other sights or sounds to divert his mind from the

anxiety that was gradually deepening around it, but the

heavy whirring of the wind as it swept over the whitening

plain, the pattering of the snow and hail against the

window panes, the cackling of poultry as tliey ran with

expanded tails and disordered plumage right before the

wind, to the -shelter of the nearest turf-rick, the short dis-

satisfied grunt of the hog as he stumped it sturdily beneath

the window towards the piggery, like a four-footed

Caliban driven in a sulk from his feast of " pignuts ", and

in the intervals of the driving gusts, the solitary cry of a

house-sparrow, at finding him-elf compelled to quit the

exposed farm-yard before his little craw was half stored

with its thimbleful of the scattered grain, and retire

supperless to roost for the night. All those appliances,

however, in Aylmer's present state of mind produced only

the ciJect of throwing an additional gloom over his spirits,

and filling his heart with wavering and flashing doubts,

conjecture's, and uncertainties, with which, until the present

moment, he had never been disturbed, and which even now
resisted all his exertions to turn " them to shapes ", and

give them an assumed existence.

After he had waited a considerable time in fiuitless ex-

pectation, his patience again became exhausted, and a

feeling of deep and bitter indignation took possession of

his mind. The disappointment which his young and

ardent heart had met with in the very first burst of its

afTcction, was calculated to sting more keenly on con-

sideratioa. He had come to his home and his only friends
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after a nine years' absence, with a breast all glowing with

love and ecstacy, and this was his -welcome! A cold and

almost repulsive greeting, a few short sentences of un-

provoked reproach, left wholly unexplained by the utterer,

and here he remained, apparently quite forgotten by the

fiimily, in a dreary apartment, without a sign of pre-

paration or of kindness. It is in such moments as this

that the orphan is most oppressed with the full and bitter

sense of his situation, and though Aylmer was the least

disposed youth in the world to pule or whine, he could not

help exclaiming to his own wounded heart, that it was not

so parents were wont to receive their long absent

children.

The wormwood of this reflection had scarcely diffused

itself over his mind, when the door opened gently,

and Katharine entered. Her eyes were red and moist,

and her movements still retained much of the agitation into

wliich she had been betrayed by the preceding scene. Her
look of distress was sufficient to subdue all the resentful

emotions which had sprung up in the mind of the student,

and the tenderness with which he took her hand and

offered his consolations, would seem almost to imply a

consciousness of blame, attributable to his own conduct.

Kate, however, did not appear to view the matter in this

light : she was tlie bearer of her fiither's apologies, and

joined to his her own entreaties, that he would endeavour

to forget what had passed, and I'emain tlie night at Kila-

variga. The old man was still, she said, ill to an alarming

degree ; in fixct he had spoken so wildly on many occasions

of late, tliat she sometimes feared and a shivering of

her whole frame, and a momentary glance of horror, com-

pleted the sentence which her lips refused to utter.

The probability of this startling suspicion darted on

Aylmer's mind with all the force of truth, and he was in-

stantly struck with a feeling of remorse at tlic selfishness

of his resentment. He ali'ccted, however, to make ver/
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light of the conjecture, and succeeded in restoring hi3

young friend to some degree of composure before they

separated for the evening.

Aylmer used somewhat more care than usual in making

his toilet the next morning, without, perhaps, being him-

self conscious of any motive for unusual decoration. And
by a curious coincidence enough, a similar degree of care

and taste had been called into use in the female de-

partment of the family, with, doubtless, a similar innocency

of intention. Miss Fitzmaurice was patriotic even in her

gowns, skirts, and bodies (are not our names correct,

ladies?); and she did not depart from her national prin-

ciple even on this occasion. Her dress consisted of a

gTave-coloured Dublin tabinct, bound tight around the

waist (it was the fashion then and there) with a broad

riband, a plain muslin collar (is this right too ?), as white

as this fair paper which Ave are blotting with her des-

cription, lying close and flat upon the jorge at either side :

and that was all the finery about her.

When the young collegian descended, he found Fitz-

maurice and his daughter already occupying their places

by a blazing turf fire in the breakfast })arlour ; the one

domestically occupied iu cutting up a large b)-ick of home-

made pan-bread into slices for toast, the other plunged

deep into the columns of the last Dublin Evening Post.

Both received him cheerfully, and no allusion whatsoever

was made to the occurrence of the preceding evening.

Whatever lingering of mental weakness the old man might

yet labour under, it was soon banished by tlie frank and

buoyant spirits of the young student, who appeared to

have, and, in fact, at the time had, banislied from his mind
all thought or recollection of his ungentle reception.

During the progress of their morning meal Aylmer de-

tailed circumstantially his adventure among the sheep-

filealcrs the second evening before, and Fitzmaurice called

to miud, what he had already heard with inditiereucCj a
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complaint of his herJsman, made on the previous meaning,

respecting tlie loss of a fat wether, from tlie long walk.

The consequence of the communication was a resolution,

on the part of the young man, to lodge informations at

once before Mr. Geoffrey Hasset, an estated gentleman

and a magistrate, who resided within a few miles of Bally-

Aylmer. The old man acquiesced in the proposal as soon

as it was made, not that he entertained any longing for

justice on his own despoilcrs, but feeling a satisfoction at

the idea that he might thus be rid of the eternal charges

of apathy and indolence which were very freely dealt

forth by his aged steward, without the necessity of any

actite persoriel exertion. Miss Fitzmaurice, too, en-

couraged the enterprise, as she would have done any

other which was lilcely to occasion some little variety and

bustle of circnmstance in the monotonous thrum- thrum of

Kilavaiiga ]c.c.

Forth accordingly fiired our hero ; and a few hours'

riding brought him within view of the Httle village, at a

gentlemanlike distance from which the clumsy bulk of

Hasset-Ville stood, like a cock throw, on the summit of a

round, squat hillock near the sea-side, with a few lean-

looking elms and alder trees at the rear, which served

only to make " barrenness visible ".

An unusual commotion had been occasioned in the

village by the unexpected return of the lord of the soii, tlie

above named Mr. iiasset, who had just given his tenantry

the first specimen of the benefits of absenteeism since the

Union. The loyalty of the parish was fully manifested by

the efforts made on tiie part of its inhabitants to receive

their monarch with suitable enthusiasm. As his carriage

turned the angle of a rock, some miles distant from his

seat, the souud of all manner of villainous instruments

ralthng away to an inspiring national phlanxty, an-

nounced the approach of tiie villagers, and iu a few

miuutcii he was encountered by their advanced guard, h
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mounted deputation, headed by a lame carpenter, who
filled his seat on the bouy ridge of ti wall-eyed, unfed

gelding's back, with the dignity of an orderly on a field-

day, and with the resignation of a martyr. The music

being hushed for the moment into a delicious silence, and

the open carriage drawn up, the schoolmaster of the village

inflicted a harangue on the occupant, which was borne

with gracious patience, and suitably acknowledged ; after

which, with tremendous yells, the crowd bounded on the

carriage, emancipated the four-footed cattle, cashiered the

postillions, and fastening two ropes on either side, hurried

the lumbering vehicle along the rough and stony road

with a velocity which caused an expression of real alarm

to take place of the smiling condescension which had before

difl'used itself over the gracious countenance of the pro-

prietor. As they whirled him along, amid terrific shouti

and bursts of wild laughter, toward the demesne gate,

the walls and the way-side were lined with gaping and

noisy crowds, principally composed of the younger urchins,

whose scantiness of stature obliged them to make shift iu

this manner. One of these had clambered up a gate-pier,

and sitting cross-legged on the back of a stune monkey,

secured his seat by passing his arm round the neck of the

dilapidated pug, while with the other he twirled his little

hareskin cap above his head, and added his share of noisy

triumph to the general voice.

Preparations having been made for the day's amuse-

ments some time previously, there was no pause, no lack

of enjoyment after the first burst of welcome had been

exhausted. The demesne was opened freely to all who
chose to mingle in the glee of the time. Tables weiv.

spread before the wooden rustic seats which were scat-

tered through the grounds, and in the interval of the

festive preparation, those who chose to witness or partake

in the sports ^\ere sunanoned to a smooth plot before tlio

drawing-room window, which was fixed on as the scene of
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contention for those who chose to put in their claims for

the several prizes, which the liberality of the proprietor

supplied for the occasion. The great personage was, him-

self, at the moment, enjoying the scene from the open

casem>^nt.

A\lmer had formed one of this last mentioned group for

a considerable time, and joined heartily in the bui-sts oi

laughter which broke from tlie delighted rustics, at the

various spectacles of fiin which were presented to them;

the racing of old women on their grugs for a cotton

hankitcher, the grinning through a horse-collar, and

many other sports which it would require the pen of the

author of the iEneid to celebrate with poetical justice.

Suddenly a voice close at his elbow startled him ; he turned

quickly round, and gazed on the speaker, who, unconscious

that he was observed, repeated an exclamation of delight

and applause, while the tones of the voice thrilled through

the nerves of the student with a momentary influence of

terror: a glance at the countenance was sufficient to

satisfy him,—he laid his hand softly over the fellow's

shoulder, and fixing a strong gripe on the breast of his

blue frieze coat, dragged him back from the ring.

The scene was instantly changed. The man struggled

to free himself from Aylmer's hold, but the latter clenched

his hand the faster ; and there was a consciousness about

the stranger's eflbrts which enfeebled his strength, and beat

him down almost to a level in point of bodily power with

bis captor. Astonished at the sudden confusion, ^Ir.

liasset disappeared from the open window, and presently

hurried forth npon the lawn, followed by the seneschal of

the parish, and a posse of domestics.

" JMuruer ! murder ! is there nobody for the O'Deas ?
"

exclaimed the prisoner.

" Man alive ! let go your honlt
!

" shouted a young
countryman, shaking a smoke-dried blackthorn at Aylmer'a
head.
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"Will no one help me to secure a thief and robber?

Ha !—Mr. Hasset !

"

" Lewy— Oh ! Lewy^—darling, must it be this way with

us?"
" Let go your hol-d !

"

" Help ! help ! for justice
"

Before another instant Aylmer lay senseless on the

earth ; and in the same space a well directed blow from

behind had done the same rough office for Lewy.
^^ Shastlione! Sandy Ciilhane, stick by the master!"

"/Nisy, av you plaze! " cried Sandy, after he had fixed

a similar gripe on the sheep-stealer's throat to that which

his young master had been so unceremoniously compelled

to relinquish :
" Wasn't it in high time I come ?—j\Ir.

Hasset, here's your prisoner",

"What has he done?"
"Ton my life that's more than I can tell— only it's

something, no doubt, and the master to seize him : stand a

one side, some o' ye, and let us rise him a little— there

—

pooh ! it's nothen. AVhat is it the viliian's done to you,

Master Will, darling? Mr. Hasset wants to know "

" Belter ask questions within—keep both these men in

custody—and remove the young gentleman into the house;

he does not appear conscious yet ".

" He isn't himself rightly, sure enough ; for the eye do

be shutting and opening upon me as if it was blind—mark.

Indeed I'm but a poor hand at a kippen in a fight, and to

say that born rogue is able to walk already ", as he ob-

served the younger prisoner led off without much assis-

tance, together with his companion, toward the house.

The orders of the magistrate were put in execution, and
Aylmer, still half stuiiefied from the eflects of his hurt,

though not seriously injured, was assisted to the house by

two of tlie domestics.

It was long before Aylmer had sufficiently recovered

himself to identify the mountain marauder, and to explain
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to the wondering administrator of petty justice the cansa

and manner of the extraordiuary scene which liad passed

before liim.

" And it was by Mr. Fitzmaurice's good will that you

came to lodge informations this way again' me, was it ?
"

said the sheep-stealer, when Aylmer had concluded,

" He certainly will not be sorry to hear that a thief has

been brought to justice".

"Justice, iuagh ? it's justice Cahill is looldng after,

is it? Why, then, the Vergin speed him,— and tell him

from me that he'll come by more of it than he's bargaining

for, may be".
" What do you mean, ruffian ?

"

" Is it asking me what I mane you are ? Aisy. Tell

Cahill-cruv-darug, that Lewy Histin, Vauria Histin's first

cousin, that is rearing her this way, said it '11 be a sore day

for him the day that Lewy enters Tralee gaol, barring he

doesn't enter it at all, on his informations ".

"Ydu may be very well satisfied that insolence like

this Avill do you no good uith ray friend".

" May be not, then. Only you asked me fot I meant,

you see, and I told you plain out. Tell Cahill I said, fot

hurt was it to draw the blood of a little wether, in com-
parisliun of an old friend's?—And see if Cahill will ask

you what I mane, do ".

As Aylmer was turning away with an expression of

disgust, the prisoner seemed suddenly to call something to

mind, and plunging his rough hand into the pocket of his'

frieze, drew from it a dingy piece of paper, folded and

wafered like a letter, which, after sundry cflbrts to rub it

white again with the sleeve of his coat, a process Mhicli

by no means improved its appearance, he handed to the

gentleman. Notwithstanding its piteous condition, Aylmer
Mas able to recognize the letter which he had received

from the unknown stranger in the mountains, and the ro-
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cognition became immediatelj manifest on his counteuarice.

It did not escape the observation of the prisoner.

" Aye—it's tlie very same, indeed. You left it in tlie

old Carolice as it was drying before the fne, and you see

how honest and safe I kep it, although 'tis unknown
to me whether there baint a halter for raeself within in it ".

The magistrate, who had been, during the above con-

versation, buried alive in a digest, now broke in upon ir,

to declare his conviction of the sufBciency of the evidence to

warrant a committal. This was made out accordingly, and
Aylnier, declining a handsome invitation to stay the evening,

returned the often neglected letter to his pocket, without

even looking at its superscription, and prepared to depart.

" You'll not forget to take my Avords to Mr. Fitzmaurice,

sir ? " said the sheep-stealer.

" I shall tell him what you have said, as you seem to

desire it, although I think it would be better for yourself

that I should be silent on the subject ".

"Not at all, indeed!— 0, no. Do you mark my words

for it, Cahill will say ' yes ' to my bidding ; and a wise

man he'll be when he says that. If he won't say it, come
to me again, and I'll tell you a story that it concerns your

father's child to hear ".

The few sentences which had been dropt in the

mountaiu-iiut by the prisoner and his female companion,

now recurred to Aylmer's mind ; and as he proceeded

along, on his way homeward (a.companied by Sandy
Culhane), the uncertain and uneasy feeling of mingled

anger, fear, and curiosity, excited as it had since been by

the scene of the evening before, pressed itself upon him
with an almost irresistible force. Fully convinced as he

was that the threats and insinuations of the man origi-

nated in mere malice, he could not yet restrain the ardent,

and, to himself, unaccountable longing which he fult to

search the matter to the very heart, and pluck the plain

truth from its hiding-place. Although he had not yet
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thought long enough upon the subject to encourage even

a shadow of momentary suspicion, the misty and nncertain

doubts which he had flung from him with indignation on

their first occurrence, now crowded back upon liis niiad,

and tortured his imagination v/ith vague and cioudy ap-

jtrchensions of some approaching horror, while his excited

fancy wasted itself in idle eflbrts to discover what that

horror could be.

As he approached the house, the appearance of a muflf

and bonnet at a little distance directed his meditations

into another channel. He dismounted, gave his horse to

Sandy, who looked a volume of wit and prophecy, as he

saw bis young master vault over the stile, and run along

the walk towards his mistress. He leaned with his arm
across the saddle for a few moments, and continued with

mouth expanded, and smiling, gazing in the direction of

the youthful couple, whom he had already paired together

by anticipation in " the incommunicable tie". Aylmer ran

for some time before he overtook Miss Fitzmaurice ; she

had the coquetry to quicken her pace as he approached,

and at last feigned a fair flight, which gave opportunity to

a world of laughing, romping, and adjusting of pelerine

and tresses, when she was overtaken. Then there was a

pretty battle about accepting his arm ; she drew her little

white hand from the muff", and with a sweet shrinking of

the frame, as she felt the cold air, plunged it again into its

warm nestling-place, from which, however, she was finally

induced to withdraw it, and submit to her fate with the

air of a martyr. None of these maiioeuvres, delicate and
fine-drawn as the sentiment was in which they originated,

were lost on Sandy.
" Isn't it 'cute she is, then, for all ? " he muttered in

eoliloquy, as the lovers, arm in arm, glided off and dis-

appeared in a turning of the Avalk. " E'then, do, look

a\say", he continued, addressing the horse, whose eyes

happened to be turned iu the tame direction, and pat-



THB AYLMERS OF BALLY-ATLMER. 61

ting the animal on the face, " indeed it's no use for yon to

be throwing the eve after them. 'Tis to Bally-Aylmer

she'll be going before long, mistress of yourself, and

ineself, and all belongen to us, my hand and word to j'on,

tna copuleen beg ". And flinging himself lazily over the

back of the animal, he turned off in the direction of the

avenue, quickening his pace a little as the lengthening

shadows, cast by the hedge-rows across the plain, gave

intimation of the approaching nightfall, for Sandy had no

wish to be overtaken by darkness on his way, in a country

so haunted as his was with smugglers, peep-o'-day boys,

fairies, ghosts, headless equipages, and revenue officers.

This excessive precaution may not appear to coincide with

the account given of Sandy's prowess in the forenoon ; but

the fact was, that as there are many men who endeavour

to conceal a conscious timidity beneath the affectation of

nonchalance and braggadocio, so Sandy, on the contrary,

was gifted with a much hardier temperament than he

himself believed, or was willing to allow. His general

anxiety to avoid danger was not merely assumed, but it

was never suffered to be evident except in circumstances

where no real peril existed. He was naturally nervous,

and fond of quiet ; but when once convinced that promp-

titude and exertion were absolutely necessary to his

personal safety, or to that of any other individual in whom
he was interested, he seemed by a sudden impulse to start

into a totally different being, and many instances were

recorded of his heroic prowess, while under the influence

of tliese chronic affections of valour, which would not

have been unworthy the most daring spirit in the neigh-

bourhood. Sandy, however, was by no means vain-glorious,

and dreading above all things a reputation for valour, on

account of the many troubles he feared it might induce, ho

invariably disclaimed in his cooler moments all meriD for

that which he had performed, as he believed under the

impulse of some supernatural agency.
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As he turned into the avenue, he was suddenly accosted

by a man -(vho, from his position in a corner of the way,

appeared to have been awaiting him for some time—he

Bttpt quiclily out upon the road, and laid his hand on the

horse's bridle.

" Culhane, stop ! I have some questions to ask ".

" Blessed saints ! but you startled the heart within me,

sir ! Isn't it a droll way, that, for you to make out upon

a body, as if it was itself that was there ''.

" No nonsense now, Sandy, we have too much business

on our hands. Have you seen old Evans ?
"

" I did your honour's bidding. But he says, the only

way for him, says he, is to deliver himself, round and

sound, before the judge at the next assizes, and tell the

whole story out o' the face. It's the greatest nonsins in

life for him to be afeerd, for though the warrant is still

out against him, all the evidence is scattered and lost, and

moreover the affair is forgotten a long time now : so that

he had best make one bould stroke for his own again ".

The stranger seemed lost in meditation for some time,

then suddenly accosted Sandy

:

" And the affair here at Killavariga, how does it go on,

Sandy?"
" Why thin, smooth enough. I seen himself and her-

self funnen together a while ago, like two that would be

coorten, and not fiir from the end of it, neither. Av they

don't have a hauling home before next Sherrove, call me
an honest man ".

" Never, by this book !
"* exclaimed the stranger, with

vehemence, slapping his hand upon the pommel of the

saddle : " I'll prevent that, at all events ".

" And what do you say to Mr. Evans's advice ?
"

" We'll talk of that another time. You will take care

* It docs not necessarily follow, when an Irishman swears "by
this book", that the object which lie indicates sluill be a boob, or

have any relalioa to it. The oath is a very usual one.
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to be in the way to-moiTow, and let our friend Ally hare
a bed for me to-night, and keep the tire awake until I

return, whatever hour that may be ".

"But I have something more to tell you", Sandy called

out, in an under-tone, as he saw the stranger prepare ro

depart.

" Reserve it for this evening, or to-morrow ".

"'Tis regarden the Histins".

" Hang them all up, high I I want to hear little more
of them now ".

The reiterated " But, sir", of Sandy, was lost upon the

retreating colloquist, who, as it then appeared, had taken

his departure in good time to escape observation, if, as his

manner indicated, he were in reality anxious to avoid it.

As Sandy turned his horse's head to proceed towards the

house, he encountered the plump, little, rosy-cheeked

maiden whom we have before mentioned as one of the

household of the Fitzmaurices. An Irishman, of what-

ever rank or grade he may be, thinks it always a serious

part of his duty, whenever he meets a woman alone, to

begin with a compliment, be it good or bad.
" It's commen out rubben snow-balls to your cheeks you

do be, this way, that makes em so rosy, I'll be bound ",

with a smile which he intended should be an arch one.

" Never mind Norry's cheeks, whether they do be rosy

or no ", replied the fair one, with a smile that dimpled

them into the similitude of buds half-blown, and which,

at the same time, confessed that the flattery had not been
thrown away (when has it ever been ?)

—" only come, as

fast as hops, to the master, and don't unsaddle the horse,

for he's going to send you of a message ".

" A'then, ^\ hat's the murder now, Norry, eroo ?"

" All on the 'count of young Master Aylraer, thin. He
to come in and to givQ tidings to the master about how he
took the Histins, tue srieep-stalcrs, and to make out a nar-
raytiuu o' what Lewy Histia, tiie born rogue, said concar-
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ning the master—and the master to be taken il], just aa

lie was, there isn't only a day there sence, wlien he seen

Mr. Ayhiier in the sailor's clothes. The master is like an

innocent, inad intirely above in his bed-room, and the

young missiz with him, fare he's callen for you, all so fast,

there's half an hour there sence."

" It's a droll bizness, Norry, isn't it ?" said Sandy, as

he dismounted, and placing the bridle rein on the hasp

of the kitchen door followed his fair conductress into the

house.

In the meantime Aylmer was left in the parlour, to

ruminate on this repetition of the wonders of the previous

evening. He could scarcely persuade himself that all

this could be fortuitous, and the deep and festering suspi-

cion had already begun to lodge itself upon his heart,

and to darken on his brow, and in his eye, when it was

again met, and disabled by a piece of frankness on the

part of his guardian. He had, after the first access of

agitation had gone by, freely admitted the occasion in

which it originated. Those very Histins were the only

persons present, when the fetal dispute took place be-

tween him and Robert Aylmer, and his young friend

surely could not be surprised, that so powerful a remem-
brancer of that dreadful night, that night which had been

to him the cause of so much grief, shame, and suffering

(not the least of which might be accounted the loss of an

old and dearly loved associate,) should exercise a more
than ordinary influence upon his spirits. Aylmer could

not but be affected by the justice of this representation,

as well a.s by the agony of mind in which it was delivered

by the sufferer ; and he had separated from him and his

daughter, after a thousand assurances of perfect confidence

and affection, and various efforts at condolence, which, how-

ever, the old man seemed to receive, as was most natural,

with sufficient impatience.

Still, however, there was a restlessness and a workiiig
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at his Heart, a craving and hungry curiosity, which told

him there was much yet to be learned, and resisted all the

efforts to persuade himself that he was satisfied. While

he leaned on a table near the window, which looked into

the yard, he heard the clattering of a horse's feet over the

pavement, and presently after the voice of Sandy, addres-

sing some words of grumbling indignation to some person

near him, and alternating his complaints, as was his

manner when under any excitation, with snatches of an

old piece of chimney-corner croonery.

" A fine time o' night it is, indeed, to be senden one a

lonesome road off to Hasset Ville, all a' one the day isn't

long enough. Stand aizy, you ugly baste (to the horse).

And the O'Deas, the Histins's faction, vowea vengeance

again me early and late, for given Lewy to the law".

"To Hasset Ville!" said Aylmer, starting from his seat,

and looking out into the yard, where Sandy stood tighten-

ing the girths of his horse, and grumbling and singing

alternately.

"
' There was an old 'oman toss'd up in a blactet

Seventy times as high as the mooa :

Fare the was '

" Aye, and the rivinue min out, too, not knowen is it

for a smuggler they'll take me.

• Fare she was goen I couldn't emagioe

But iu her hand '

"To shoot me, may be, unknownst, murder!

' But in her hand she carried a broom'.

" Isn't it what they done to Tim Dalton, near the cross

in the bos;, and I have to pass that cross, too, and in the

dark, fare they say Tim do be goen about with his head

under his arm docn penance, iu regard of cutting corn cf a

retrenched holliday ; murder I
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*'
' (Juld 'oman, ould 'oman, ould 'oman, siz I,

Erra, fare are you goen up so high 1

To sweep the cobwebs off o' the sky,
And av '

"

He was cut short in the melody by Ayhner, who threw

up the window, and beckoned liitn close underneath.
" Who is sending you to Hasset Ville, Sandy ?"

"Himself, thin."

" With what message ?"

" With a letter, see, in regard o' the Histins ; and I

abn't to show my face, av I don't deliver it to-night—

a

poor case."

The recollection of the prisoner's words instantly flashed

on Aylmer. There was a message for their liberation !

There was a ground for the man's threat ! Aylmer paused

a moment, like one who has received a stunning blow,

then, addressing Sandy

:

" Would you wish to have a brace of pistol bullets in

your brain before morning ?"

" O tie ! murder ! Master William darlen, fot do you
mane ?"

" That you must not, as you value your life, go to Has-

set Ville to-night. Take the horse otf to Bally-Aylmer,

and have him ready for me to-morrow morning. In the

mean time, keep the letter safe until you are called upon
to deliver it up."

"And what'll I say to Mr. Fitzmaurice, sir, when he'll

ax me concarnin his orders to-morrow ?"

"Keep out of his sight altogether, and I will take all

the blame upon my own shoulders ?"

" Murder ! murder ! but it's a droll story," muttered

Bandy, secretly rejoiced in his heart at the countermand.
" ril do your honour's bidden, any way, without any

questions. Allilu, murder alive!" and off he rode in very

good humour, leaving his young niaster in a state of mind
by no means similar.
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On inquiring from a servant, Aylmer Icaraed that the

old man still continued ill, and that he had even requested

his daughter to retire to her apartment, and leave him
alone for the night. The young student's Avish, in the

first heat of his agitation at the discovery lie had made,

was to instantly fathom the motives of the old man by a

personal interview, but a moment's consideration suggested

to him the propriety and advantage of a little caution.

He resolved to use every exertion in his power to obtain

something like a corroboration, if not confirmation of his

doubts. He took the light from the hands of the servant,

and proceeded with a loaded and anxious heart toward

his sleeping room.

Before we proceed to detail the occuirences of the night,

it may be necessary to say something in the way of an

apology to the enlightened reader, for what must at first

sight appear to be a childish and threadbare essay on his

credulity, more particularly as some little eftbrts have been

hitherto made to give the narrative a hue of verisimili-

tude. We beg to disclaim any unworthy purpose, and

only, like faithful chroniclers, record every event, be it

wonderful or otherwise, even v/hen we are ourselves un-

able to find a cause for it " in our philosophy". It will

be much the better way, if the reader will suffer his judg-

ment to travel quietly along with the narrative, suspending

it where it is offended by improbability, and awaiting the

occurrence of fresh incidents to atone for and explain tlie

past.

The side of the bed in which Aylmer slept, was placed

towards a large window, at about two yards distance, and

the room itself was large and half wrapt in gloom, on which

the light Avhich he held in his hand had but a very partial

infiueuce. Perceiving that the moonlight fell with an

unusual brightness (the natural consequence of the snow
showers which had covered the groiind and the roofs of

the houses within the last few days) upon his bed and im.
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mediately around it, Aylmer threw down the heavy dark

curtains on that side, and after having endeavoured to

compose his mind to prayer, proceeded to undress. In the

progress of this ceremony, he happened to put his hand
into the pocket in which he had deposited the mountain

stranger's letter. He resolved, at length, now that he

was perfectly at leisure, to examine it. The superscrip-

tion, though half erased by the rain and ill usage, was
still sufficiently legible to satisfy him that it was directed

to himself, and with a passing emotion of surprise at the

stupidity of the man, who took so little trouble to make
himself certain into whose hands he was committing the

paper, he broke the wafer, and read the following words :

" Mr. Robert aylmar. sir, there Is A Scame goen on

bee Tune Cahil-cruv-d:irug an His daatur For you to

marry Ilcr, and make Her missis uv bally ayl Mur. wil-

liam deer dont Take the hand Thats redd wit your fathers

Blood. If you Wont bee sed be me yool heer moar in

Time frum

an Ould follyer o The famalee".

With something less of persevering industry than might

have enabled him to make tolei'able progress in the far-

famed Babylonian slab, Aylmer contrived to extract the

above from the strange mass of hieroglyphics which the

letter presented to him. Had he opened the paper but

one day sooner, he would have flung it from him with

contempt, and thought no more of its contents ; but the

occurrences of the last twenty-four hours had lelt his mind

in such a state of excitation, that lie would have caught

with eagerness at a much more slender clue to an expla-

nation. The suspicion was not, at all events, peculiar to

his own breast, and it seemed to be more than a suspicion

with some. He determined, as he had at length obtained

a guide, that he would thiid this labyrinth to its centre,
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and after muttering this resolve between liis teeth, he ex-

tinguislied the light, and threw himself on the bed.

Still it was long before he could sleep. After exhaus-

ting all the customary modes of inducing slumber, without

producing the desired effect, trying in vain the right side,

and the left side, and the right again—pummelling the in-

nocent pillow, and railing in heart at the equally innocent

chambermaid, he fairly abandoned himself to his waking
meditations, and gave up the attempt to conquer his rest-

lessness altogether. This show of non-resistance, however,

he soon found was the very surest mode of achieving

triumph in such a case. Sleep, like good fortune, is not

always to be taken by a coup de main—she will more
frequently shed her blessings on the brain that is neglect-

ful oi' her, than on that which is busy in devising means to

accomplish her favour. He lay gazing on the curtain,

which the moonlight rendered almost transparent, suffering

thought after thought to glide quietly through his brain,

each waxing fainter than tlie other, until at length the

power of discrimination became inert, and consciousness

itself began to fade away into that soft and gentle deli-

rium which precedes the access of perfect mental repose,

and forms one of the most luxurious and exquisite enjoy-

ments which the weary spirit can receive from absence of

active exertion. His eyelids were just drooping, and the

visual faculty itself was just dormant, when he was
suddenly startled by observing the shadow of a human
figure thrown upon the bed-curtain that hung between
him and the window. It flitted across, and was lost,

almost before he had sufficiently roused himself to be
certain that it was not a creation of his fancy. After

drawing the curtains aside, and demanding: "Who was
there ?" without receiving any reply, he dropped them
again, and in the moment of their fall, as they rattled on
their brass rings, his ear caught, or fancied it caught, a

sound like the tui-ning of a door-handle. He listened
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again, but " heard nothing only the silence ". Satisfied

that his anricular as well as his optical senses had been
playing the antic with him, he flung himself back on the

bed, and was speedily lost in the world of dreams.

In a short time his visions assumed a turbulent and
anxious, though rather whimsical air. They were crowded
with all the horrors of the three last days. He dreamt
first that the letter before mentioned was written in Greek,

and that Doctor , one of his college superiors, was
rating him for not being able to read it off at sight ; that

it suddenly changed into Gailic, and the Doctor into Mr.
Fitzmauricc, who seized him by the throat, and plunged

him into a bog-hole, where he attempted to stifle him,

while, in endeavouring to remonstrate, he could do nothing

himself but bark and bay like a hound, until at length a

burst of laughter from his tormentor made him look up,

when he saw that it was his own dead father who stood

above him. He was impressed with this conversation

f)-ora no other evidence than the arbitrary feeling of a

dream, for he neither remembered his father's countenance,

nor was there in that of the vision the least resemblance

to any one that he had ever seen. The terror which the

sight occasioned him went on deepening in rapid gradations

until an oppression seized him which proceeded almost to

a point of suObcation. It was, in fact, a fit of nightmare

which had been induced, and he speedily fell into that

state of mental consciousness, and mental as well as bodily

impotence, which constitutes one of the most ten-ific

stages of the disease. His brow and limbs became bathed

with perspiration in the vain efforts which he made to

relieve himself. His eyes opened, and he distinctly saw
the Material objects which surrounded him

;
yet the

visions of his sleep not only in part continued, but began

to assume a frantic sort of reality, from the manner in

which they became combined with these objects. His

waking eyes began to take the part of his yet unregulated
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Slid delirious fancy, and he beheld, or at least strongly ima-

gined he beheld, the figm-e of an old man standing by

his bedside, holding back the curtain with one hand, while

the other hung in perfectly motionless repose by his side.

His form was so placed, that the dreamer could see little

more than the strongly-marked outline of the shape and

face, which the intercepted moon-light had pencilled out

with the most perfect distinctness, and mellowed by a

silver line of light, which corrected its harshness, while it

revealed its character and expression in all their vigour.

By degrees Aylmer's glance became SL<ttled and fixed itself

full upon the figure. The lips, which were before parted

with an expression of kindness, began to move at length,

and another of the young man's senses was called in to

bear testimony to the reality of the appearance.
" I am come to warn you, William Aylmcr, of a danger

in which you are placed. Listen to me, for it is your

father that speaks to you ".

The young man attempted to stretch out his hands, and

speak, but the effort failed, and the words died in indistinct

murmurs upon his lips.

"Listen, but do not speak", continued the figure, "for

the night is flying fast, and the clouds are already gray in

the east. You have heard of your father's death—the

hand that plunged him living into the waters, was that of

Cahill Fitzmaurice. Beware of him, for he called iiimself

my friend for five-and-twenty years, and yet was not

ash;imed to take me unawares in an hour of weakness and

of sin. He sought my life while I staggered in drunk-

enness upon the deck that I had died with unatoned blood".

Aylmer's countenance expressed the horror mingled

with curiosity which this last intimation had excited

within him. His informant perceived the meaning of the

gesture, and proceccdcd :

—

" In that affair Cahill had no part. I had taken out the

vessel uauccompauicd by him, aad in the euterurLse that
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followed, the blood of a king's servant was shed. We
thought more of the peril, then, than of the crime. I

have since learned to think more of the crime than of the

peril. Mine was not the hand, thank Heaven, that dealt

the blow, nor mine the tongue that directed it ; but in me,

nevertheless, the guilt originated, and the hand of Fitz-

maurice only anticipated the vengeance of the law. But

these things are past. I have come now to warn you

of another matter. Avoid the company of your guardian's

daughter ! Let all things rest as they are at least for two

months, in the space of Avhich time you shall see me again.

Till then touch not her hand nor listen to her voice, as

you value your parent's peace. To Fitzmaurice I would

have you say
"

The slapping of a door in another apartment suddenly

cut short the intended commission, and as the figure

" started like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful summons—

"

Aylmer had a momentary view of the face, as the moon
shone full upon it. There was an appearance of age, a

paleness in the complexion probably heightened by the

peculiar light, and long flaxen locks depending around

either temple. The expression of the countenance, during

the instant, was that of anxiety and intense attention.

On a repetition of the sound, the strange midnight visitor

dropt the curtain which he had been holding, and with a

low and gentle farewell blessing, uttered with the softest

and kindest tone in the world, such as the lip of a parent

alone can breathe, and the heart of a child alone can

appreciate, the apjiearance fled.

Aylmer, in the effort which he made to detain the

vision, both by voice and action, found that his nightmare

had completely left him, and that, in fact, he had been

lying wide awake for a considerable time, though con-

sciousness had stolen hy such imperceptible gradations
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upon him, that he could not tell at what period of the

scene that passed he had been waking, and when he slept.

It did not, however, escape the metaphisical eye of the

young collegian, that the bed curtain had become wriuk-

lod in the grasp of the spectre, precisely in the same man-
ner as it would have done if the limb had been composed
of material flesh and blood. He sprung from his bed,

and rushed in the direction by which the appearance had
departed. There was no person in the room, but a little

search satisfied him that there existed no necessity either

for a sliding panel, or the other resource, an impassible

state of being, to aid his visitor's flight, for the room door

stood a-jar. It certainly was a very vulgar exit for a ghost,

but the probability that it had been used was more than
feasible.

The morning broke before Aylmer was enabled to sub-

due, in any degree, the feverish excitement which this

occurrence had induced. The dawn was cold and com-
fortless, and the cold drifts of snow, amid which it was
ushered in, prolonged the greyish mistiness of its twi-

light a considerable space beyond its customary duration.

Without waiting to form any resolution as to the imme-
diate line which it would be necessary for him to pursue,

further than might be suggested by the feverish impulse

of the moment, and with his heart and mind and frame
all glowing and trembling with the energy of the terrific

discovery which he had chanced upon, he found himself

hurrying almost instinctively along the passage which led

to the sleeping room of Fitzmaurice, in a distant corner of

the building. The chamber of the murderer !—his father's

murderer ! He scarcely knew—he never once thought of

asking himself what his design was in thus breaking in up-

on the morning slumbers of the old man ; but he had an
indistinct, unsifted motive within his breast, which promp-
ted him to take the criminal (if the spirit had not lied), by
surprise, and startle the truth from its resting-place withia



74 THE AYLMERS OF BALLY-AYLMER.

his soul. A sensation too, perhaps, similar to that which
is uttered by the ill-fated Danish prince, in a situation of

equal perplexity, might have mingled itself with this unde
fined purpose :—

" The spirit that I have seen
May be a devil ; and the devil hath power
To assume a pleasing shape

;
j'ea—and, perhaps,

Out of my weakness and my melancholy
(As he is very potent with such spirits),

Abuses me, to damn me : I'll have grounds
More relative than this

—

"

"The sudden "Who's there?" that struck his ear as

he stirred the door-handle, showed him that the old

man had not been surprised in slumber by the awaking
day. Without making any answer, he burst in tremulous

agitation into the apartment, when the excess of feeling

which swelled his bosom and rushed into his throat,

compelled him to stop for a moment, and almost gasp

for breath. He flung himself at last into an arm-chair

by the bed-side, where he lay back for a few moments,
oppressed ulmost to suffocation with the host of fearful

and conflicting sensations that had been stirred up within

liim. The horror of hi? guardian's crime—the memory
of all his kindness—pity for his present sufferings, and
the natural instinct that prompted him to the course of

justice, all contended for mastery within his soul, and
made havoc of the region in their strife. It was the first

time that the spear had been struck into the dwelling-

])Iace of his stormy passions, and they bounded from their

hold with all the ungovernable fury which the novelty and
fierceness of the excitement was calculated to produce.

The old man had flung back the bed-curtain, and sitting

erect, gazed with an expression of amazement, of terror, and
cruel anxiety, upon the strange emotion in his young friend.

Fear, and (an uncharitable observer might say an instinc-

tive consciousness of its cause, prevented his questioning the
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latter, on whom his -wikl, flickering gaze continued tc

direct itself while he waited with panting heart, gasping

lips, and cheeks and brow made cadaverous with the dread

ot' the coming horror, for the first speecli of tlse youth.

At length their glances met, and the effect was elec-

trical. Rising slowly to his feet, and uplifting his clenched

hand above his head, while that and every other member
of his frame shook with convulsive energy, and his voice

became thick and hoarse, and his eyes grevr red and

watery with pas?ion, he said :—
" Cahill Fitzmaurice, confess to your God and to me,

for the time is come at length. You are the murderer of

my father!"

A low muttering groan, and then a gurgling in the

throat of the accused, were the only answer which the

accuser received. Tiie curtain fell from the hand of the

former, and he lay back motionless on the bed. Fully

prepared, as he had been, for the conviction of guilt,

which the seeming criminal's conscience thus afforded, its

effect on Aylmer was not the less powerful when it flashed

upon him in all its certainty. He felt a sickness at the

heart, a sudden shooting at the eyes, and a reeling in his

brain, which ncaily made him stagger from his balance.

Pressing both hands close upon his brow, as if to crush

the burning thoughts that were rioting within, he hurried

out of the chamber, just as Miss Fitzmaurice, in a night-

di-ess and slippers and with a countenance full of alarm,

entered it by another door.

When he reached his own apartment, he gave full vent

to the whirlwind of emotions which he had been en-

deavouring to restrain during the last half-hour, and flung

himself upon the bed in a convulsion of feeling. It was

one of those great and extraordinary occasions which, oc-

Ciirring when the character is matured by time and

experience, serve only to strengthen or call forth it3

peculiarities, and wear their channels deeper in the heait

;
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but which, when they come into contact Avith a youthful,

undecided, and susceptible mind, can shalce it to its very

foundation, and mark its course for good or ill tlirough life.

The young man, who had lain down to rest the evening

before, a raw, unformed, unfledged spirit, now rose from

tlic bed, a fiery, austere, and resolute being, with a sliadow

of sternness and gloom struclc into his heart, which clung

to it during all his after-life.

After the first shock of his agitation was at an end, and
he had, not without a passing emotion of shame at his

own weakness, reduced his over-wrought spirits into some
degree of calmness, he determined instantly to repair to

Bally-Aylmer, and there deliberate on the conrse which it

would be necessary for him to adopt.

He flung his loodij about him, and regardless of the

snow which drifted in large flakes into his face, he pro-

ceeded towards his family residence.

In the mean time, Katharine had hurried to the bed-
side of her parent. She had been awakened from her light

sleep in the apartment next his (which she always oc-

j^upied) by the first sound of Aylmer's entering; and
unknowing the cau^e of the intrusion, while she felt in-

dignant that any disturbance should be made in his

chamber at that early hour, she hurried on some careless

additions to her night-dress, and entered the room at the

very moment the door closed on Aylmer's receding figure.

Her anxieties being, in the first place, aroused for the

immediate condition of the old man, slie walked rapidly to

the bed, and removing the hangings, discovered, in the

gray morning light, a spectacle that made her heart recoil

with horror. Ho lay, half supported by the head of the

bed, his jaw hanging, and his eyes watery and motionless,

fixed in a stare ot stolid terror upon the ground, his

furehcad covered with a death-like moisture, and his cheeks

and lips tinged with the cold, bluish colour which is cast

over the features in the extreme agony, and is recognized
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as the liveried hue of the grave. Uttering a half-

suppressed scream of anguish, the nfTriglitod girl -wound

one arm around the head of her parent, and supported it

upon her bosom, while she pressed the other in an agony

of suspense upon his heart. The orgn,n of life had sus-

pended its function for a short time, and was now, throb

after tiirob, slowly resuming its ofhce.

The chamber-door soon after opened, and Norry hurried

to the assistance of her mistress. While the latter en-

deavoured to recal sensation by the usual physical appli-

cations and resources, sprinkling the foce with cold water,

chafing the temples, and placing the body in a horizontal

position, the unsophisticated attendant took the more

effectual course of forcing open the stiff clenched fingers of

the right hand, and making the sign of ttie cross with her

thumb upon the palm. This feat accomplished, she stood

thumping her bosom, and awaiting its effect in perfect

faith, at the bed's foot.

"Don't mind any more o' the water, Miss Cauthleen

;

the little criss-crass I made in his hand will soon lift him

out o' the fit : it's the gentlemen, God speed 'em (here

she crossed herself, and curtsied with much devotion),

that were Avantin to hoise him away witli them this mornen".

"Hush! hush! girl! fall back out of the hght—he is

recovering, God be thanked and praised
!"

" Guilty—aye—guilty! " muttered the still unconscious

object of their solicitude.

" God save us ! Do you hear him, miss ?
"

"His senses are wandering yet".
" Where—where is he ? Kate, my girl, you shall bear

witness to this—call him ! call him back !

"

" Whom, my dear father ?—William ?"

' Mister Aylmcr is gone ofi^", miss ", said Novry.

" Gone I 1 am lost ! Ungrateful boy ! If I wronged

the lather, did I not serve the sou ? Haste ! call hiiti

buck ! he has my life iu his bauds ".
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"Quit t\ie room,NoiTy!" exclaimed Katharine, stampin'*

her foot against the boards with an expression of anger

which was foreign to Iier nature, Tlie servant obeyed,

after a world of wondering gestures, crossings, and
muttered ejaculations.

The violence of the acvion served, iu some degree, to

rccal FitzuKiurice to a perfect consciousness of his situation.

"What! Kate, my gentle Kate, grown passionate?" he

said, in Avonder and tenderness, as he took her Avarm hand

in his, and gazed still with some expression of listlessness

into her eyes: "These veins have young and boiling blood

within them, ray little girl. You must learn to temper

and subdue it in time, or it will lay the seeds of a bitter

old age, and a fearful death for you ".

" I will, sir—^you arc better, are you not, father ?''

said the daughter, regarding the speech as a part of tho

lingering delirium which had seized him, and aflecting to

coincide with it, in the light and cursory manner Avhich

one uses to satisfy the sufferer on all such occasions;

and than which nothing can be more irritating, if tho

person towards whom it happens to be adopted should at

all suspect its motive.

" You treat me like a child ", said Fitzmamice, with

sharpness ;
" no matter. It may be the time is not far

distant, when it will be the act of a fool to mutter a word

of reason in my ears ", he continued, passing his hand over

his brow, and turning his eyes wildly from her glance.

" Yes. Many that have ate and drank at my board, would

only eat and drink the freer, when the master of the house

was in Swift's Hospital. And the mistress of Kilavariga

would smile as merrily too. fcjhe would be her own
mistress then. Go, go ! You are like the rest. Go from

me, girl, go from me ".

Sliocked and wounded as she was by these expressions,

Ihe horrible indications by which they were .nccompanied

wove more than siitlicieut to btillc aii the scllish icclings of
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wronged and undervalued affection, Avhich would at any

other time have binned like a fever stroke within the

breast of the devoted girl. Persisting, notwithstanding

his pettish repulses, in clinging around her father's neck,

siie sobbed and wept upon his shoulder, until she felt an

assurance of relenting in the renewed pressure of the hand,

which he still retained.

"I did not, indeed, think of what I was saying, sir",

she exclaimed, in her most repentant tones, perceiving at

once that tiic surest way of redeeming her error, was by

adopting the directly opposite course. " But why will not

my father confide in me ? I am no longer a child, in

whom one should fear to repose a trust, nor am 1 in-

capable of feeling and participating in the grief, the

secret grief, whatever it is, that is weighing down yom*

heart. Do you not feel I love you, father ? Have you

not been my only friend from my very childhood ? Has
not all that I prize and reverence most, my knowledge of

right and wrong, my perception of virtue, my religion,

been all taught me by you, and you only ? and how could

I, if I were of the worst nature in the world, do otherwise

than dearly love and honour you?"
Surprised, and not a little pleased with the energy and

fervour with which the gentle girl nn^de her appeal, the

old man paused a moment, while he surveyed her with a

moistened and allcctionate eye. The very last phrase

which she used, however, ai)|)eared to jar against his

tliought, and interrupt the kindly feeling that had begun

to diffuse itself over his breast. His brow contracted, and

he mused for a moment.
" A)e, Kate ", said he, " but will you continue to hold

this sentiment ? Snpi)ose the time should come when none

but yuu could or would do other than revile and hate me,

do yon think you would continue to honour your old, aud

perhaps erring, but lond, fond parent
;"

" it was tlie commandment of the Eternal God Him-
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self**, exclaimed the maiden, in a burst of staid en-

thusiasm, " delivered amid the lightnings and thunders of

the Holy Mountain, ' Honour thy Father and jMotiier
!

'

and there was no reservation found upon the tablet of

stone. Man may persecute, sickness may change, grief

may depress, poverty may chill, or guilt may blacl<en the

heart of a parent, but the bonds of the child are never

loosened ".

"Then, should the world call me a guilty wretch, and
prove me little less, I may still have a daughter ?"

" When that day comes, father, I Avill say my eyes and

ears are false, and trust my heart alone, that will speak

for you against them ".

The old man reclined against the head of the bed for a

few moments, while his eyes closed and his lips moved in

silence. Then, without altering his position, he waved bis

hand gently, and said in a soft and broken tone :

" Leave me, Kate, for a few minutes to myself. I will

look for you in the parlour. Clear all signs of anxiety

from your countenance, and prepare yourself for a mournful

confidence ".

Katharine obeyed in silence, and her father, after per-

forming the duties of the toilet, began to deliberate within

his own mind the events of the morning, and their most
probable consequences.

It was a passing comfort to him to know, that he had

at last found one to whom he might show himself such as

he really Avas, without meeting that quick repulsive horror

and distrust, which he feared worse than conscience ; and

yet It was a bitter humiliation to be reduced to the

necessity of lowering limself in the eyes of his own child,

and directing those feelings of terror and detestation at

vice which his own instructions had generated in her mind,

against himself in person. For one moment, an in-

voluntary wish escaped him, that be bad roared his

daughter with a somewhat less acute susceptibilicy of the
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hitlcousnGss of crime, and a more qualified admiration of

its opposite, tliau now furmcd tlie groundwork of licr

cliaracter. It was but a glance of thought, however, in

Avhich neither his reason nor his feeling had any par-

ticipation, and was forgotten even before it was con-

demned. He concluded by determining to make the

coniidence which he meditated, and after praying, for the

first time in many a year, with a somewliat ligiitcned

spirit, he descended to the parlour, where Katharine was
awaiting him.

The young lady in the mean time had been occupied

with doubts and conjectures of an equally agitating,

though a less gloomy character. Notuithstanding the

warmth of feeling, into which she had been hurried by the

enthusiasm of her affection during the preceding scene,

she was very far from anticipating, even in thought, the

possibility that her filial love could be put to so extreme

a test as her words declared it capable of surviving, and
she looked for nothing more in truth than her father had
himself led her to expect—" a mournful coniidence ".

Even the wild and haggard air which was about his

features and actions as he entered the room, were in-

sufficient to lead her to suspect that his promised secret

could comprise any thing of a darker or more fearful hue.

He motioned his daughter to keep her seat, and after

glancing along the passage by Avhich he approached,

closed the door and slipped the little bolt into its p!ace.

Then, after pacing up and down tlie room several times,

as if debating witii himself the easiest mode of opening a

conversation so replete with humiliation to one party, and

horror to tlie other, as that which he was about to enter

upon, he stopped opposite his daughter's chair, and fixing

his eye, all lighted up as it was with a thousand fearful

emotions, on her mild and tenderly anxious glance, he said:

" You know not, perhaps, or liave not con-idcrcfl th,! f.:!!

extent of the consequence which you draw upon your;c'.f

4*
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by urging me to this confidence. You have not had time

to think on the subject, how deeply and closely it will

involve your peace of mind, nay, perhaps your health of

soul—how intimately and perfectly your fate must become
intertwined with that of him, into whose secret heart you
are now about to penetrate unbidden ".

"There must be safety, father", said the girl, a little

startled and confounded by the strangeness of liis manner,
" there must be peace, wherever you lead me ".

" Do nothing on presumption ", Avas his reply. " I

wish you to pause, and ponder well, before you have my
secret, for \\hen it is once told, I shall hold you bound to

me, and to my service, more firmly than ever, though
perhaps not equally to my love ".

The last words were uttered in so mournful a tone that

the current of Katharine's feelings, which had been a
little disturbed and qualified by the mysticism of the

previous speech, again rushed into their old channel. Her
eyes filled up as she grasped her parent's hand in hers,

and wetting it with tears of filial love and reverence, she

said, in hurried, and yet irresolute accents :

" father, I do not know what you mean, or what I

am to fear; but speak— speak, in God's name; whatever

it is that troubles you ought not to be spared to me. If

it be a sorrowful tale, I may make its memory sit lighter

on your heart, and two, at least, can bear the burden

better than one. If it be guilt that—guilt" (she shud-

dered and was silent one instant, as she detected a word
on her lips, which her will had not directed them to utter)

— "forgive me, sir, that cannot be, I know—No, father,

no", in increasing agony, as she read not the indignant

denial she looked so eagerly for in his culd and niarbly eye— "yo:i have taught me to love virtue, to adore God, to

fear His anger, to deserve liis mercy. Father! speak!

speak to me—

"

"Peace, girl I" said the old man sadly, yet sternly;
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"attiibute not to the inactive instrument the music wliich

was made by the divine breath that iillcd and the hand

that governed It. He who liulds ahght to another, is most

like to fall himself. Sit still, and hear me". And replacing-

the trembling girl in the chair, which in her agitation she

had left, he stood close at her side, and after a pause,

began

:

" You have heard of the circumstances which attended

the death of William's fother ?"

"Yes, yes, sir!" replied Kate, in a low and hurried tone,

with a horrible failure and sinking at her heart.

" When he died, there was but one friend at his side".

As he proceeded, the sallow and ashy countenance of the

old man became deepened in hue by the rushing of the

scanty currents of life into channels which they had long

ceased to visit, and his eye beciime gradually fiercer and

fiercei", as the fear and horror that oppressed his daughter

became more manifest in her look and attitude. "Sit

erect, girl, and hear me steadily. Y'ou have forced me
to say what, except i» madness, I thought mortal ears

should never hear me utter, and you must abide the conse-

quence. Sit still, then, and do not flinch or waver, while

1 sjjcak to you, as you value your father's reason".

" I will, sir. 1 am not terrified", whispered the bewil-

dered girl, while a strange mixture of anxiety and listless-

ntss became blended in the gaze which she now bent on
the old man.

" The two friends ", lie continued, after a pause of

fearful recollection, " were sitting together by the little

brick hob in the hooker's cabin, and talking gaily enough
about the Avork they had both been about. Friends

leagued in crime are but light lovers, though their bonds
are the stronger by the addition of fear and community of

guilt, than those which simple liking ties. Few words
were ncccssaiy to bring the frown and the taunt where
the laugh and the jest were seen and heard a little while



8-4 THE AYLMEHS OF CALLY-AYLMER.

before. A sharp speech provoked a blow, and the fiiend-

sliip of a long life was dissolved as suddenly as life itself,

^\hen the deathstroke touches it. The man who received

the indignity remained silent and gloomy dining the

remainder of the evening. Although he did not refuse his

hand when the aggressor sued fur reconciliation, the

disgrace was festering at his heart. Soon after, a dark

and foggy night came on. Both these men ascended on

deck to speak at greater freedom, and draw a somewhat
purer air than that of the close and smoky cabin where

tliey had been lying just before. At a moment when the

vessel heeled more deeply than usual before the blast,

while the steersman was busy at the helm, and his mate
Avith the foresheet—and while the two stood alone and
unseen (though not unheard) upon the forecastle— one

roaring, laughing, and unsteady with drunkenness and

with triumph ; the other equally intoxicated, but after a

darker and more sullen fashion, and from a, different cause,

the aggressor staggered a little, reeled, and overhung the

lee-guuwale. Tlie opportunity flashed like lightning upon

the heart of his enemy; he darted on him, and in the

fierce effort almost precipitated his own fate and mingled

it with that of his victim. The fluke of an anchor,

however, caught in a part of his frieze great coat, and he

hung suspended between both worlds, while the dying

shrieks of his victim, the gurgling of the death struggle,

the angry dash of the waters, and the whining of the Avild

gale, sounded in his ears like the din of the last judgment.

lie was saved, however. 'J"he vessel swept on, and the

voice of the dying man was speedily lost in the distance.

A lie protected his destroyer ".

The old man here paused and sunk back in his chair,

exhausted by the fierceness and horror of his recollected

sensations ; while his daughter sat stooping forward, her

eyes fixed in motionless hoiror upon his, and every

feature bent up, and set hard iu an cxpictsion of dc-
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vouring attention ; her limbs and frame stifleniiig with the

anguish of the dreadful suspense in which the old man's

pause had left her,

" as if each other sense

Were bound in that of liearing, and each word
Slrucli through it with an agony ".

At length he resumed in a faint and hoarse tone,

•without daring to lift his eyes toward his auditor: "The
man who died on that night was Robert Ajlmer; and his

murderer was ".

Uttering a low, yet piercing scream of agony, the

wretched girl cast herself at the feet of her guilty father,

in an attitude of deprecation and entreaty.

" No, no, you will not say it, sir. Oh ! do not, in the

name of the Heaven you have taught me to venerate,

plunge us both into such a gulf of horror. What! my
father ! my kind, good father, in whose bosom I have been

fondled—whose lips I have kissed—whose hand has blest

me morning and evening for fifteen years—my dear, dear

father, do a deed so full of horror and crime—a murderer,

a secret murderer!—Ha! " with a cry of exultation, as a

momentary flush of burning pride and shame, the impulse

of an uncalculating instinct, passed over the brow of the

old man at the branding epithet,—"I see it there—

I

knew it could not be
;
you are not he of whom you spoke,

father ? Forgive, forgive me, sir, for so cruel, so insulting

an anticipation of your words".

"It is too late for recanting them now", said Fitz-

manrice quietly, but with a dreadfid gliastliness in his eye:

" the blood of my oldest friend is on my hands ; I have

told my sin, and my soul is lighter ".

" Good Heaven ! blessed mother of God !
" muttered

Katharine, as she rose from her knees, and passed ono

hand in a trembling and hurried manner over her fore-

head and about hsr loosened hair, while her eye became
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fixed in stupid terror on the earth. A silence of terrible

reflection to both ensued. Fitzmaurice perceived, at a

filance, that he had for ever lost the esteem of his child.

That \vas bitter. "Katharine beheld, in one short hour, the

peace, the happiness of her whole existence withered and

parched up ; her duty made burdensome as crime ; her

heart's warmest and best aifections made grievous to her

soul, its faith disproved, its idol broken down, and the

shrine of its worship polluted and made desolate. This

was more bitter still.

After a pause of some minutes, Fitzmaurice approached

her and held out his haiid. She shuddered, and shrunk

biick upon herself with an involuntary action and a half-

stifled exclamation of repugnance. He attempted to

smile, but his lip grew pale, and his brows were knit iu

anguish at the change.

"I thougiit this, Kate", he said, sadly; "but I do not

blame you for it. And yet it is a sad promise to me of

A\hat I am to expect from a malignant and suspicious

world, when my own daughter, whom I have reared and

cared for now sixteen years, shrinks from my touch as if

it were that of a viper".

Perceiving that this appeal was ineffectual, and that the

stroke had been too hardly dealt on his daughter's heart,

Fitzmaurice continued, rising: "And now, Kate, though I

put your affection to a strong test before I spoke to you on
this, you shall not (ind me ungenerous enough to profit by
the hasty enthusiasm of the moment. I have lost your

love. I grieve for it, but I do not blame you. Yet,

\A ithout your love I will never allow your service nor com-
panionship. Go yon out at that door— I will take this;

and let that be our final parting. Go, my loved, my in-

jured child ; forget your miserable father,— think of him as

of one departed, but not in crime—for that would make his

memory bitter to you,— but as one wlio erred, and found

the grace that Ilcaveu trcasui'cs for the penitent. Another
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land must be my refnge from the retribution which

my guilt demands, and must afford me time to la-

bour for that divine grace. Farewell, Kate
;

go and

be gay, and happy, and innocent as ever, and leave

your old parent to his guilt, his sorrow, and his soli-

tude".

This speech had the effect on his hearer which the

speaker wished and intended. The sluices of her soft and
feminine passions had been all dammed and choked up,

almost to suffocation, by the grand and overwhelming

horror that bad been thrown about her, and only wanted

a single pressure on the master-spring, one whisper in the

ear of the heart, to set them flowing again, in all the

impetuosity of interrupted feeling. She flung herself into

her father's arms, and twined her own around his neck,

while she leaned her head against his bosom in a

hysterical passion of grief.

" No, no, father !" she exclaimed, as soon as she could

give words to her affliction, " part we shall not, at least.

AVhatever you may have been to others, you have been

always kind, and tender, and good to me, and my hand

must not be the first to cast the stone at my only friend.

The changes of the world can affect us but little, for we
have always lived more to ourselves than to it ; and a life

of loneliness will be nothing more than a prolonging of

past quiet. Yes, father, my resolution is taken. If you

must leave home for ever, you take all my home with you;

and, for my own heart's ease, I must follow it". It can

hardly be said (for thoughts will often come unbidden,

and make obstinate battle with the willj, that we charge

the gentle and affectionate Kate with any selfishness of

feeling, in acknowledging that, while she spoke the last

sentence, a new thought, a new fear, and a new pang,

darted into her heart, and seemed for tlie moment to have

almost cleft it asunder. William Aylmer! She gasped

for breath, while her aged parent folded her to his
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breast, and moistened her neck with the first tears he

had shed for many days.

We will close the scene on this afflicted pair, and cast

our eyes for a short while in another direction.

It will be recollected that Sandy Calhane had received

directions from William Aylmer to hold in readiness for

him on this morning the horse on which he was abont to

bear the intercepted letter to Hasset Ville. The winter

dawn had scarcely whitened in the east, when he was at

his post in tne old stable, preparing the animal for the

appointment. lie was busied after his usual fashion,

rubbing down the pleased and sleek-coated beast with a

" wisp " of straw, while he puffed away the clouds of dust

that enveloped his person and hummed out an occasional

bar of his favourite madhereen rhu* interrupted by

"hiiTups! stand overeroo! hiss— ss—ss—ss— the little

'omaneen you were— aizy!" when a "God bless all

here", from the darkening doorway, suspended his

labours ; he looked up and beheld an old man in a gray

frieze dress leaning against the jamb, and throwing his

head on one side, to screen it from the snow that drifted

across. It was the herdsman of Kilavariga.

" Yeh, then, isn't it airly you're goen roven this mornen,

Mick ? What's the murder now ?
"

" Whist ! whist ! Sandy. I have something to say to

you.— Will she kick?
"

" 0, sorrow a taste ! Aizy, you born jade, and let the

nayburs come in ", as he observed the animal throw back

its ears, and use a menacing gesture towards tlie intruder,

llie latter shook down an armful of the sweet liay in a

corner of the stable, and seating iiimself on it in a fair-and-

easy Irish way, commenced business at once.

" Have yoa air a tiiief in your house, Sandy, that wears

brogues and pavers?"

Sandy stared as he replied : "A thief, Mick, eroo ? Bad
* Little red fox.
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'cess to the thief at all in our house, wit or without the

pavers ".

The herdsman paused, and seemed to take thought for

a moment ; then glancing at Sandy's well greased dogskin

shoes, he beckoned him to follow to a little distance, where

a long track of footsteps intersected the plain, white

siuface of the snow-covered lawn.

"Would you look here, Sandy?" said he. "The
master's tnrf-rick, the slane tnrf, was broken last night,

and I traced those steps over the little haggard wall, and

through the paddock, and by the forge, and here, all the

ways to Bally-Aylmer. 'Tis hard to tell the marks o'

these steps now, for it was snowen since they wor made,

but here's one of 'em close be the wall, put the print o'

your crubeen a-nigh that, av you plase ".

Sandy indignantly stamped his foot in the snow, and
the investigator, after viewing both impressions, shook his

head, as if disappointed.

" They are quite different. There's pavers here wit

heads as big as tin-pinnies, and yours hasn't only toe-tacks

in 'em, like the gintlemin".

"Why then, you lahu-muthawn* o' the airth
!

'* ex-

claimed the insulted Sandy, now that the cause of the

herdsman's action was so unmincingly announced, " is it

maning that it was meself was at your ould turf-reek you
wor?"

" Aisy, aisy, now, Sandy !
" said the other, moving on

before him towards the stable, with one arm resting on his

back, under his long coat skirts, and motioning him back
with the other. "There's no offince. I seen the print of

a handsome, clever foot in the snow, and where was I to

look for it, av it wasn't with Sandy Cidhane? But sure

I ought to know better, for you shamed it out iuiirely

whin you put your own a-near it. Siu-c av I wasn't

blind, I ought to know, that it isn't sech a plob of a tut

* Half-natuial.
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as that abroad, tliat could bother Nony Kilmartin's

dreams".

With a heroic effort at forbearance, Sandy mastered his

indignation, and complacently glancing down at a hideously

formed i'oot, followed tl;e herdsman into the stable, where
he recommenced his labours on the ecclesiastical sides of

the well-conditioned quadruped, while the former resumed
his seat and meditative air on his heap of fresh hay.

" It's droll still who the brogues belonged to ", he con-

tinued, after a pause, "but all is one; for if I was to

bring him in bound hand an fut to the master, he'd be the

first to let him off himself. What do you think did he do
the other day, only relase the Barret's pzatics from the

cant, and bid him say nothcn about the trifle o' the rent

that was due, but to set to work agen, fresh on a clear gale ?"

" Wiaha, the Barrets are poor craturs 1 " was all Sandy's

reply.

" More's the pity to be losing to 'em, since it does 'em

60 little good".
" Did you ever hear the ould fable of Jack Finnane and

the Avhite-eyes ? " said Sandy.
" To be sure I didn't ; for what should I ?"

" Sit aisy then, and I'll tell you it. This Mr. John
Finnane, you see, was a kind of a half-sir, a middleman,

that used to be great long ago, letting out land in acres,

and half-acres, and quarter-acres to the poor people, that

would may be want a gwal* of pzaties coming on the idle

season ; and a hard and a bitter landlord he was to the

poor fellows that wouldn't have the rent agen the gale

day, and good care he took, I'll be bound, that not a single

connoppt ever left the airth ant'l every camack:^ '^^as

paid, dead gale and all. Signs on, it often chanced, as

liiost like it was, that the poor tinants, not having the

difference o' the rint, used to go into the pzatie fields at

uight, pulling up the stalks and filling their little Jack
* Armful. t Potato. % Penny token.
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Daws* with what God sent up with the roots, which being

made known to John Flmiane, you see, he sat up a night

to know would he catch any of the phmderers at their

doings, which they having notice of, didn't come, as why
should they ? being marked for the quarter sessions, surely.

"Well! 'twas coming on midnight, and Mr. Finnane

being as it were tired with himself, sat down on a ridge of

the pzaties, with his feet in the furrow, and he very sleepy,

it being Jerry Graham's quarter. 'Tis aisily known he

opened his eyes wide enough, whin he heard, what do you

think, only Jerry's white-eyes talking to one another in the

gi'ound under him ! He stooped his head down, and

began to hearken. ' Will you grow any more ? ' says a

little pzatie to a big one.
—'No, a gra gal', says the big

pzatie, ' its big enough I am already '.
—

' Well, then', says

the other, ' move out o' the way with you a piece, and

let us grow for Jerry Graham and the craturs'.— 'I'd be

happy to oblige you then ', says the big pzatie, ' but sure

it's well you know none of us can stir from our places an

inch 07itU John Finnane g: is his rint '. ' ^lurthcr alive 1

'

says John, crossing himself and thumping his breast

about, 'are the pzaties themselves crycn out agen me?
Murtiier, but that's great intirely'. Home he went,

wondering, and people say Jerry Graham Avas bid to dig

his quarter and welcome next mornen ".

"E'then, thanky for your parable, Sandy", said the

herdsman, " but may be we'd find one on the other side,

for an open hand isn't always the luckiest after all ".

Sandy suffered his arm to rest ou tlio shoulder of the

animal he was tending, and jjlaced himself in an attitude

of attention, while the other, throwing himself back in au

easy reclining posture, commenced his "table".

"Mr. David Foy had a great heart, but, like the

master, there was too much of it, for there was no bounds

at all to his doings, when he took it into his head to spend

• John Doe, a small bag.
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his money ; an having no famaly nor air a wife that worilcl

look after the house and things, eveiy whole tote went
wrong intirely. Besides, he was great after the hounds

;

and a fine rider he was, and with sech a dawny davland

of a horse, that he one day left the hounds, hunt, hare, an'

all hehiud him. On he went, an' he Avas goen, goen, gocn

(as the ould gossips say), ont'l he came to a gi"eat valley

intirely. And there he saw themselves, in their little

red jackets, and with caps on their heads, and hurlies in

their hands, and. they playen goal. Well, an ould hag

that was sitteu as it might be this way like meself, see

David, and made to-ivards him with a piggin of something

that's good, which he refused, and well became him,

knowen it was not good to take drink from the like.

' Take it, heart ', says the ould hag, ' and don't spare. It's

David Foy's cider, and long may he live and reign ; we
don't want for the best he has, for it's we that get all

that's wasted in the house by bad looken after, and it'3

good liven we have here, while the poor Christians are

starving at his door. Take the drop and be comfortable'.

' Thanky kindly, ma'am ', says David, ' but I rather not,

av you plase, wit the same thanks to you as if I did ; my
Stomach is not well indeed this mornen, saving your

favour '. ' No offince in life, sir ', says she. So they sat

down together. By an by, in comes a strappen young

Clooricaun with a pailful 0' sweet milk. ' Where did you

get that, eroo?' says the hag. ' E'then long life to Davy
Foy, where should I get it only out of his dairy ? Ho
was out hunten, an Bridget was in the haggart wit Tim
Fouloo, so I came in fur my share wit the cat an the dog '.

^ tSha gut/line/ is this the way of it ?' says Davy to him-

self. Then comes in another of the gentry with a firkia

o' butter, and another with a gammon 0' bacon, and all in

the same story, and Davy himself by all the time, and not

one 0' them knouen him, in rigard of his never being

about the house, hardly. ''Tis little admu-ation for ye to



THE ATLMERS OF CALLY-AYLMER. 03

be SO fat, gintlemin *, says he at last, as he was wishen

'em a good mornen, at "which they all laughed hearty, and

nodded and winked then* little wicked eyes at him, mighty

meny intiiely, as much as to say :
' True for you, lad '. lu

a year after he came to the same place : the little goal-

players were nothen but skin and bone, and the old hag
was scrapen a raw pzatie agen a grater to make a cake for

their supper. ' 01), then the Croma}lian curse upon your

head, David Foy, for we know you now !

' says the whole

set of 'em together— ' there's all we got losing after yoa
this twelvemonth ', showen the raw pzatie the same time.

'The more my luck*, says David, 'wasn't it yer own
taiching?'"

Having, as he believed, fully discomfited Sandy at his

own weapons, old Michael rose to depart, with the view

of instituting an inquiry at the neighbouring village

relative to the owner of the mysterious brogues and
pavers.

He was scarcely out of sight, when the back door of

the dwelling-house opened, and the stranger who had on

the preceding evening accosted Sandy in the avenue of

Kilavariga, made his appearance. The latter was busily

occupied in polishing a stubborn fetlock when the old man
hurried into the stable.

"Come, Sandy, saddle the horse, and lead him out

here", he exclaimed. " I have received a piece of in-

telligence from Mr. Evans which will render it necessary

for me to travel fifty miles before night fall. Is the

animal frost shod?"

"Quite complate, yer honour. But that's a thing o*

nothen. Mr. William Aylmer that bid mo have the cratur

convanient for himself this moruiog".
"Where is he going?"
" Sarrow a know do I know ".

*' No matter. Give me the horjc, and make out what
excuse you can for your young master ".
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"The best I can offer, then", said Sandy as he assisted

the stranger to mount, " will be to keep out of his way
intirelj, for indeed he's not over honest* when he do be
crossed ".

" Kind father for him ", said the stranger laughing.

" Wonst in his day, sir", replied Sandy, " but time and

trouble changes the people ".

The expression of merriment was instantly quelled on

the lip of the stranger. He fetched his breath hard, and,

checking the bridle, rode through the yard gate just as

Aylmer, wrapped in his great coat, and covered with

snow-flakes, made his appearance on the avenue. The
latter used a slight action of surprise, as the other passed

him at a more rapid pace than he had before employed.
" He knows the horse !

" said Sandy, " time for me to

be moven ". And lie was about to depart, when the

young gentleman's voice arrested his flight.

"Who is that man, Sandy ?
"

" That man sir ? is it ? It's Mick Donovan, sir,

Mr. Fitzmaurice's herdsman ".

" He looks more large, and rides better than he used ".

"Thriving with him the place is, your honour.—Not a

word about the horse !
" he added, in some astonishment,

as A) Imer, with a look of some disappointment, turned oft

in the direction of the house. " Some trouble at Kila-

variga, I'll be bail ",

The limits which we prescribed to ourselves at the

commencement of this little tale, render it impossible for

us to enter into a minute detail of many unimportant cir-

cumstances which occupied the principal parsonages during

the several days which followed the eventful morning of

Aylmcr's discovery. It will save the reader a great deal

* Honest Is a synonym for mild or gentle, in Ireland.
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of heavy reading, and the historian of the parties a great

deal of analyzing matter, of speculations on impulse and

motive, and cloudy talking, if we proceed to the next

situation of the story with as little preface as possible.

Fitzmaurice and his daughter havii>g heard nothing

more of Aylmer, concluded that his resolution was fixed,

not to enter the house of his old benefactor from that time

forward. Although the cause of this determination, and

the apparent probability of her young friend's persevering

in it, iiad produced a mournful change both in the iieart

and in the appearance of the lively Katharine, she had ex-

erted a sufficient degree of mastery over her wounded
feelings to conceal at least tbe voluntary expression of her

sufiering from the eye of her parent. Convinced as she

now was of the dejtth and intensity of her love for the

haughty fugitive, and satisfied, even to the very limit of

utter hopelessness, that no chance or change of cir-

cumstances could ever again restore the hearts of both to

the relative position Avhich they had occupied from child-

hood—satisfied, in a word, that, loving as she did even to

sickness of sou! and frame, she yet loved in vain, it was
touching to witness the quiet fortitude with which she dis-

guised those feelings when in the presence of her parent.

Frequently, indeed, in her wanderings about the lonely

mansion, wiien a scattered remembrancer of " past, happy
hours " caught her eye ; when siie looked from her

window, in the calm and silent even-fall, on the scenes of

their youthful sports ; or when her hand, unconsciously

straying over her neglected harp, happened to awaken a

cadence of one of his favourite melodies, in those moments
it was that her bosom would swell and tii^liten, while the

sudden passion laboured in her throat, and relieved itself at

length in burets of overwhelming grief. But the momei t

her father's footstep sounded on the flagged hall without,

these signs of anxiety disappeared, and the note of the harp

was changed to one of a leaser interest and n-eaning.
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The change which had taken place in the dlspositloa

and manner of the old man was still move striking and

more rapid. It seemed as if, instead of experiencing any

reiief from the confidence he had made, it or.y added fresh

terrors to those wliich he had so long confined in his own
bosom, and multiplied the chances and fears of detection

that had made the last years of his life one long and

weary chain of anxiety and sorrow. His eye had lost its

heaviness and gloom, while it assumed instead a rest-

lessness of glance, and a wildness and distrust in its most

ordinary expression, which furnished his now more than

ever vigilant and affectionate daughter with a more

startling subject for alarm, than even the increased pale-

ness of his lips and brow and the rapid wasting of his

sallow cheeks afforded. The sound of a strange footstep,

the shutting of a door, the whistling of a sudden gust

around the dreary mansion, any unexpected sight or

sound, seemed to shake his being to the very centre. At
those times, too, he was wont to receive the accustomed

consolations of his daughter with expressions full of a

sharp and pettish asperity, which, continued, repeated, and

un atoned for, as they were, by any after-kindness, put the

devotion of her filial love to a severer test than even the

revolting cause in which they originated. With the

fineness of perception which is so peculiarly the cha-

racteristic of her sex, she quickly arrived at the mode of

treatment best adapted fur the novel turn which the

disease had taken. Like the minstrel of the Israelitish

monarch, when the evil influence came over the mind of

her patient, she abandoned all efforts to combat it by ar-

gument, or even condolence, and affected an air of perfect

abstraction and security, while she ran, as if iu careless

practice, over the chords of her instrument, varying and

accommodating the character of the melody to the changes

which were visible in the countenance of the listener,

mth a tact and fidelity which would not have been
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nnworthy even of the mighty name which we have before

mentioned. Yet all this was far from being remedial,

anrl it was even palliative in a very inconsideralle degree.

Tliey had been sitting together for some time, on the

morning of the eighth day from that of Aylmer's departure,

without interchanging a single sentence beyond the custo-

mary domestic greetings. The old man sat near the fire, his

head drooped upon his bosom, and his eyes fixed with a

melancholy expression on the clear light blaze of the turfen

fire before him, while Katharine, accompanying herself ou

her harp, murmured over, sotto voce, the words of a

popular " keen-the-caun ", the lament of a mother over

the grave of a beloved sou. We give the stanzas :

—

I.

The Christmas light* is burning bright

In many a village pane;

And many a cottage rings to night

With many a merry strain.

Toung boys and girls run laughing by. a?'

Their hearts and eves elate

—

I can but think on mine, and sigh,

For 1 am desolate.

There's none to watch in our old cot,

Beside thy holy light; \

No tongue to bless the silent spot

Against the parting night.t

I've closed the duor, and hither cotne

To mourn my lonely fate

;

I cannot bear my own old home,

It is so desolate !

•The Christmas candle—a light, blest by tbe priest, and lighted

at sanset on Christmas-eve, in Irish houses. It is a kind of impiety

to snuff, touch, or use it for any profane purpose after.

t It is the custom, in Irish Ca holic families, to sit up till mid-

night on Christmas-eve, in order to join in devotion at that hour.

Few ceremonies of the religion have a more splendid and imposing

effect than the morning mass, which, in cities, is celebrated sooa

after the Lour alluded to, and long before day-break.
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Til.

I saw mv father's eyes grow dim.

And clasped my mother's knee;'

I saw my mother follow him,

—My husband wept with me.

My husband did not long remain,

—His child was left me yet;

But now my teart's last love is slain,

And I am desolate!

The song was not concluded when both the melodist and

listener were startled by a quick and veliemcnt knocking

at the chamber- door. The latter -was the first to start

from his chair in a passion of terror. Before he could

recover the command of speech or action, tiic voice of the

little chambermaid was heard without, imploring instant

admission, in accents which showed tliat all the agitation

was not confined to the interior. Katharine hastily slijiped

back the little bolt, and admitted the eager girl.

" \\ hat is the matter, Norry ?" exclaimed her mistress.

*' ma'am we're all zuin'd iutirely. master !
"

pausing, as her eye fell on the ghastly figure of the con-

science-stricken Fitzmaurice, and fetching her breath for

a moment. " Come, come this way, Miss Kate, I want to

speak a piece wit you ", beckoning the young lady after her.

" Stay !" cried the old man, hoarsely, " what have yoa

seen ? Speak, quickly
!"

"Oh, murder, sir?" Norry cried aloud, wringing her

hands in agony, "the army, the army,* iutirely!"

" Coming hither ?"' inquired Kate.

" Two red coats, wit uiilJ IJasset along wit 'em, miss.

Upon the aveny already ".

The intelligence seemed almost to have paralysed both

the mind and Iraiiie of Fitzmauiice. He did nothing,

proposed nothing, and was even listless, helpless, and

l)assivc, while plan after plan, both of escape and con-

cealment, was suggested and rejected in rapid succession

• Any number of soldiers is so called by the Irish peasantry.
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by the agonized daughter and her faithful and anxious at-

tendant. " The back window", " the loft", " the tnrf-

rick", " between the bed-ticks", " the chimney", were all

cast aside as stale and hopeless, when, her eyes suddenly

flashing with a gleam of intelligence, Norry shipped the

palms of her tough hands together, so as to produce a

report that echoed through the house like a pistol-shot,

and startled the old man himself from his lethargy of

fear.

"The ould makings of a cupboard", she exclaimed,

pointing to the pier-glass, "the same phice fare I hid tlie

little dog the day the taxman was here, whin he began

barken in the wall within".

The proposal was caught up and acted upon instantly.

The large glass was removed, and a square niche in the

solid wall, originally intended for a cupboard, was dis-

closed. Into this recess was the terrified old man hurried

by the two girls, himself too perfectly overwhelmed with

apprehension to offer either opposition or assistance to

tkeir movements. The mirror was then carefully rephxced,

and Katharine, after crossing her hands on her bosom for

one moment, in a strong eftbrt to master her struggling

anxieties, and murmuring a brief and anxious petition to

the throne of mercy, prepared to act her part in the coming

emergency with the necessary firmness and composure.
" If he doesn't behave quieter than little Minos, there's

little chance for him ", said Norry, as she left the loom.

The recollection of this circumstance was a new snlijecfc

of alarm for the sensitive daughter. The story of Mi.ss

Htzmaurice's dog, concealed from a tax-gatherer in a

recess behind the pier-glass, and betrayed by liis own
barking, at the very instant when the old stewjuxl was
leaving a blank for the article "dogs" in the iiivnitory,

had been so generally circulated, and excited so nnicli

amusement throughout the country, that there was littla

hope of its having escaped the ears of Mr. Hasset. For
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this, however, she had to trust to fortune, as it was now
too late to alter the position of the old man.

In a few minutes the magistrate made his appearance.

He had the delicacy, or the wariness, to forbid the ap-

proach of his armed attendants, and if it were not for

the previous intimation of their approach, the young
hostess would have had no reason to judge this other than

a visit of mere ceremony. Katharine found herself, for

tlie first time in her life, compelled to violate the truth, in

the answers which she returned to this unwelcome guest.

She did it, however, with tenderness.

Was her father at home ?

He had ridden out (very frequently, understood).

Whither?
Slie had not asked him.

Did she soon expect him ?

She believed his return was quite uncertain.

The magistrate was silent for a few seconds ; then

seeming to have formed a sudden resolution, he said

:

" Miss Fitzmaurice will pardon me, but I have a very

disagreeable duty to perform. The presence of her father

is absolutely required— and that duty shall not be dis-

charged until every possible means has been resorted to in

order to secure it".

" The doors are open, sir", said Katharine, rising, with

an assumed haughtiness in her carriage, while her heart

bounded with terror; "you are at liberty to use your

authority as you please".

The young lady left the room, and the soldiers were

admitted. She remained in the next apartment, listening

in an agony of the crudest suspense to the movements of

the searchers within. They prolonged their scrutiny in a

manner that showed how little reliance their director

placed on the equivocations of the fair hostess. At times,

a thrill of fierce terror shot to the very centre of her

heart, and suspended ita pulsation, when the footsteps of
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any of the party approached the hiding-place of the

criminal.

" To the next room 1 " said the voice of the magistrate;

" don't mind the mouse-holes". Katharine felt relief.

" Easy, sir", exclaimed a fourth man, who had just en-

tered, and ill whose sharp, angular, cunning tones, the

trembling Kate recognized the voice of Hasset's clerk, a

gentleman who, to establish his qualifications for the

situation he held, would very gladly have hanged half the

parish, if necessary, "you have not done all the bizniz

clean yet".

Kate grasped the back of a chair, and drew her light

handkerchief tightly around her neck, while her whole

frame shivered with a chilling anxiety.

"Well for ye", she heard the new comer continue, in a

jeering way, " to have a lad that know's what he's about

to guide ye. Did none o' ye hear the little matter about

the dog and the tax-gatherer? Poh I"

" I remember something of it, I confess, Linehan", said

Hasset, startled.

"Try it then now".

Almost delirious with fear and disappointment, the

miserable daughter fetched a quick and hoarse breath, and
bit her lip until the blood forsook it, to prevent her

screaming aloud. Her limbs shook convulsively, and her

eyes wandered with the wildness of despair around the

cliamber, while she waited the next movement of the

inquirers.

" What are you about there?" exclaimed the informer.

" Is it going to pick yourself out o' the glass you are for a

prisoner? B^.'hind the picktur is the place, you foul !

"

" Never fear. Miss !" wlli^pered Norry, who had just

before slipped into the apartment, "that'll bother 'em.

They'll find nothen there, barring puslieen and her kittens,

for she has a way of her own up into it".

A suppressed burst of laugliter among the men con-
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fiiTncd the truth of this anticipation ; and the hissings,

spittings, and growUngs of the indignant occupier of the

recess, as she placed hei-self in front of her squeaking

brood, seemed to increase their merriment. The ma-
gistrate, liowever, quickly restored order.

"Hush! liush ! come along, lads. Linehan, the place

u there sure enough, and your hint was a good one : but

Richard Hasset's name to a warrant for such a prisoner as

this, would scarcely look well in the county calendar".

The discomfited wit made no reply, and the party left

the room. As soon as she heard the door close after

them, the daughter sunk exhausted into the chair beside

which she had been standing, and gave vent to her

excited feelings in bursts of mingled tears and laughter,

while her hands clasped, and raised, all trembling as they

were, to Heaven, gave all the evidence she could thea

furnish of her deep and burning gratitude.

Both mistress and attendant then returned to the

pailour, where they were soon after rejoined by Mr.

Hasset and his downcast secretary, the soldiers this time

remaining without. It is needless to say their search had

been unsuccessful. After apologizing for the uneasiness

which he had given her in the performance of an un-

avoidable duty, etc., the former gentleman took his leave,

and was followed by the clerk.

" I wonder what is it that thief o' the world, Linehan,

is whisperen in ould Hasset's ear", said Norry, as she

%\ aiched the party pacing slowly down the lawu.

"Are they returning hither?"

"They wor thinken of it, I'm thiuken, but to change

their mind they did".

After having watched them fairly out of sight, the

vieiorious pair proceeded to release their captive. He had

SI ihciently recovered from the stunning ell'ects of the fir>t

announcement of his danger, to be now fully aware of its

extent, and. he descended from his lurking-place, the most
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perfect picture of guilt and horror that a stricken con-

science ever made. Xorry was extending one arm to

support him, and with the other whisking the dust and
mortar from his coat, when a deep and rapid inspiration of

tlie young ladv near her startled them both. Tleirin-
ciple of life had been strained to so extreme a degree of

excitement by tlie varying emotions of the hist hour, that

it was proportionably depressed on the restoration of

security. The siglit of her fiitlier, safely protected through

the inmdnent perils which had during that time sur-

rounded him, eticcted more than the immediate presence of

those dangers themselves. In the efiort which she macie

to cast herself into her father's arms, her powers suddenly

failed her, and she sunk at his feet in an access of syncope.

The old man raised her from the ground, and suji-

ported her across his breast, while tears of grateful

affection fell down in rapid sliowers upon her neck and

bosom. The attendant, while she supplied the necessary

means for the revival of her mistress, did not refuse her

sympathy to the sufferings of the aged parent.

At that moment the door opened, and Mr. Secretary

LInehan reentered.
'• I beg pardon, but I dropped a handlifcher some-

where, 0, murder! what's this, intirelyi"' as his eye

fell on the group.

All were too completely absorbed in another matter to

observe the intruder. Taking a speedy advantage of this

circumstance, the honest limb of justice approached the

window, and beckoned to some persons without. In a few

minules afterwards, and while he yet stood concealed in

the dark corner into which he had slunk, the whole parly

were present at his side. Korry, hearing the clatter i f

footstej s, looked over her shonhier, shrieked, started to h •;•

feet, and droi'ping the stiff and clenched hand of her yoiii g
lady, began ciajipiiig her own, and rupuating her doleful

cries in uU the fivnzy of Irish despair. Tlie father turned
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his wildered eyes on the strangers, and resigning his

daughter to the arms of her attendant

—

" My child does not hear me", he said in a faint and
mournful accent, " but give her my blessings when she

"wakes, and bid her pray for me. God bless you all

!

One moment, sir ". As he spoke, he pressed his

lips to the cold and marble brow of his still unconscious

daughter, and untying the light silk liandkerchief fiom her

neck, he placed it listlessly in his bosom. Then putting

himself in the custody of tlie magistrate, he was conducted

in silence to the carriage which awaited him at the avenue

gate.

Another actor was now added to the scene. William

Aylmer had juined the party at their return ; but, unwil-

ling, for many reasons, to encounter the unhappy object

of their pursuit, he had remained without until after their

departure, and now entered the room just as Katharine

began to revive.

" He is well. Be comforted, Katharine", were all the

answers which he returned to her first inquiries for her

parent. She was not, how^ever, so easily to be satisfied.

She repeated her inquiries with an energy and determina-

tion of manner which made disguise hopeless.

" And what do you here ?" she exclaimed, in a deli-

rium of passion, so soon as she had collected from Norry'a

" 0-hones !" and Aylmcr's silence, the truth of the event

;

"you were not with them when they first arrived—he waa

surprised—and you are his betrayer".

" You do me foul wrong. I endeavoured, perhaps

against my conscience, to dissuade the olRcers of justice

from entering here".

" Against your conscience !" she smiled with a ghastly

bitterness on him as she answered. " The conscience of

an iugrate who could turn against the life of an adopted

father; a man whuse bread he ate, whose fire wanned
hiu7, whose roof protected hiui, and whose heart loved



THE AYLMEES OF BALLY-ATLMEB. 105

him for seventeen years ! Justice ! The justice of a law

that would spill the cold blood of age, to make a peace-

oft'ering for the forgotten errors of youth ! The law that

continues to persecute after God has forgiven ! Go, go,

sir; you have less heart than I thought. Go, satisfy

your conscience, and be just".

" If my words must not be credited", said Aylmer, " I

have only to endure and to be silent".

" Answer one question. Have you not linked your

name with those of his accusers ? Are you not numbered
on their list ?"

Aylmer was silent.

" You have pledged yourself to take the old man's life

!

Aylmer, do not say so. Think where you passed your

childhood. Look around you, and upon those scenes

where you first learned to enjoy life yourself. Will you
make them desolate ? Oh ! believe me, Aylmer, it is sel-

dom, very seldom, that it is in the power of human jui'g-

ment to decide between the right and the wrong in cases

so doubtful as this. The law of man that cries for 'blood'

to the last, may yet be wrong : laws as fierce and cruel

have been, and are no more in existence : and a more

merciful race of men may alter this. The law of God,

tliat commands mercy and holy forgiveness, may j^ossibly

be right. Let your own grateful heart tell you to which

of these chances you should incline".

" Katharii'e
"

" Or let this consideration guide you. Suppose your-

self lying to-morrow on your death-bed, and gathering

comfort to your soul from the memory of your past actions,

would you feel happier then in the thought that you hail

forgiven a wrong, and saved your old friend, than if you

had gratified your irresolute thirst for vengeance, or jus-

tice, now ?"

" The Almighty, that sees my heart, sees how clear it

is fiom the tainting sin that you impute to it", exclaimed
5*
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the youth ;
" but I have sworn to do wliat is just between

the accused, his country, and his God. That oath I must
not break".

'' May that God, then, be my poor father's help; for his

Earthly friends have forsaken him. It is enough—Ayl-

mer, farewell !" She placed her hand in his. "• IMay he

or she who acts ill in this, find mercy and pardon at the

throne of grace. I leave you without anger ; for you and

I, whatever be the issue of this heavy trial, must never

meet again".

Before Aylmer could, by act or word, return any
answer to her farewell, Katharine had glided out of the

apartment. Wishing, nevertheless, to leave some message

for her, which might possibly have the effect of vin-

dicating him in some degree from the charge of wanton

ingratitude, which she had urged against him, he turned

towards Norry, who still remained, her back supported

against the wall, clearing away, with the corner of her

check apron, the tears that were pouring fast from her red

and heavy eyes.

" Norry—" he was about to proceed.

" Oh ! Go from me, sir !" cried the faithful attendant,

M'ith a fresh burst of grief; " go from me, you contrairy

gentleman—I rise out o' you
!"

And throwing her arms aloft, as if to give increased

force to the expression, the indignant souh^ette followed

her mistress.

The next day's noon beheld the fiither and daughter in-

closed witliiu the prison doors of an inconsiderable assize-

tuwn on the Ave.<tern coast.

The first month of a mild spring had passed away,

without inducing any material change in the condition of

the persons of our history, and the little town above

alluded to began to put on an appearance of life and
b..sile as tlie assize-week drew nigh. The generally silent

uud sunshiny streets were now made to echo the frequent
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tramp of the bespattered and reeking saddle-horse, and

the lumbering rattle of the car wliich brought its load of

corn (stacked until now, the season of scarcity) to the

store of the small dealer, a sort of Lilliputian morchant,

who made a new profit by shipping, or rather boating the

grain to the next trading city. The fronts of the inns

and shebeens were screwed up, and the rooms made ready

for the temporary convenience of petty jurors, summoned
from the furthermost limits of the county ; strong farmers

anxiously looking for the success of their road present-

ments ; Palatines seeking compensation for burnt hay-

ricks and out-houses, fired by the hand of the ubiquitous

Whiteboy; rural practitioners demanding the legal grant

for the support of a dispensary ; middlemen in the com-

mission of the peace, eager to curry favour with the mighty

sojourners by the number and the importance of their

committals
;
gray-coated rustics, who had come up to

town to stand by a friend and relation, whose black-thora

perhaps had been a little too fatal among the neighbours

at the last fair; country gentlemen willing to show oft' as

lords of the scene, and ambitioning a niche on the grand

jury list ; and last and first and best, young and blooming

speculators of another order, armed with as many terrors,

bent up to as fatal a purpose, and with as fair and philo-

sopliical a princij)le for their motive, as that which governed

the awful sword-bearers of the law itself.

The concourse of in comers on this occasion was more
numerous than usual, a circumstance readily accounted fur

by the singular case which was to be decided during the

ensuing week. All intercourse with the pri^oner was
inter. licted, and even his daughter, in order to retain t!ie

permit^sion, which had in the first instance been granted

her, of attending to her father's wants in person, was

obliged to restrict her own movements to the limits uf the

prison.

A calm, breathless morning beheld the small fishing-
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gmack in -nhich Aylmer had taken his passage for the

town, drop her peak in the small inlet which glided by
the village of Blcnnerville, a kind of pigmy oiitport to

the larger, or capital town. Nothing could be in more

perfect accordance Avith the state of tlie voyager's mind,

than the scene which was presented to his eyes when the

Idud call of the boatman snmmoncd him on deck. The
air, as before mentioned, was perfectly still and breathless,

and the clear sunless serenity of a spring forenoon rested

on the landscape. On his left hand lay a flat chami^aiga

of grayish marl, covered with numbers of sea-birds, who
were busily angling in the little inequalities of the plain

for the juniors of the scaly tribe, deserted by the tide in

its retreat. Between him and the ocean, this marl or sand

elevated itself into mounds of so considerable an altitude,

as to leave only an occasional shimmering of the mighty

sea without visible between their obtunded summits. On
the right hand the bleak and barren chain of mountains,

which form the distance of the Kiharney scenery on the other

side, rose suddenly In abrupt masses, to a height which left

the southern prospect entirely to the imagination, and

threw an air of softened gloom and solitude around the

handsome villas, which Avere scattered over the richly

wooded and improved country at their base. The faint

hum of the little town, in the distant inland, the twitter-

ing of the early swallow, the cry of the red-shank, the oc-

casional wild scream of the horse-gull, the uhistle of the

curlew, and the soft and jilaintive cry of the green plover,

all heard singly, and at long intervals, formed a fitting ac-

companiment to the scene, unless when tlie report of a shore-

gun, directed by the murderous eye of some fiistian-clad

l)rowlii)g duck-shooter on the coast, reverberated like a

thunder-peal among the echoes of the mtiuitoin, and tilled

the air witli a thousand whirring wings, and cries of ter-

ror and reproach. Above the little bridge of Blennervilie,

a group of boys stood kuce-deep in the stream which
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flowed from the town, groping for
^^flukes'", -wliile their

occasional exclamations of success or disappointment,

sounded as distinctly in Aylmer's ear as if they hnd been

uttered by his side. Toward the olEng of the little inlet,

the drooping sails of the sloops and cutters, the sluggish

heaving of the buFky ocean, and the jeering of the wits

and master-spirits of the different crews, as they sat dan-

gling their legs over the sides of tlieir vessels, foimed no

unworthy balance to the inland portion of the picture.

"The two tin-pinnies, ye'r honour?" sakl the boatman,

touching his hat, as Aylmer, with the privileged abstrac-

tion of melancholy, was turning off in the direction of the

town, forgetful of his fare. Having rectified his error en-

tirely to the satisfaction of the other party, he pursued his

way to the town, which lay about a mile distant.

The flourishing of trumpets and the trampling of many
feet, announced to him as he entered tlie suburbs of the

place, that the judges were already on their way to the

court. As he hurried along the crowded street, ob-

structed in his career by persons as eagerly bent to accum-

piish the same end as himself, he fell in with a scene

which presented as singular a contrast to that which hu

had just been admiring, as his imagination could possibly

have anticipated. The rushing of the anxious multitude

in various directions, the rattling of outside jaunting-cars,

empty turf-kishes, and grand jury men's decayed and mud
covered carriages, the clattering of brogues and horse-

hoofs, the. shouting of one party at the release of a clans-

man from the clutches of tlie law, the shrieking and
curbing of another group, who saw in the drooping head

and manacled hands of an equally valued kinsman the

fc'urfnl announcement of a contrary judgment, the war-

Avhoop of a drunken faction-leader, as he made an effort to

cajier in the air and wheel his seasoned black-thorn above

his head, the yelping of dogs, the squalling of children,

liic shrill remonstrances of shrewish mothers, the yet
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more hideous tones of a steam-engine ballad-singer, whose
awful lungs, victorious over the frantic uproar about him,

made most distinctly audible the burden of a song on the

woes of the then existing colonial war :

"And they powering down their chain balls for to sweep our rain

away,

O wasn't that a could riciption in the North of Americay ?"

alternated now and then, in compliment to the naval

port'on of his auditory, to the more popular doggrel of,

"A sailor courted a farmer's daatnr,

Wlio lived convanient to the Isle of Man''.

These, superadded to the ordinary bustle of the town,

formed a combination of sounds that would, had he been

present, have qualified Old Morose for Iloxton ; and

would have sounded strangely in the ears of an election

assessor, a common councilman, an M. P., or a writer of

overtures.

It was past noon v/hen Aylmer, after bustling his way
through the narrow purlieus of the place, found himself

placed in the centre of a small, low-roofed, ill-lighted,

dingy court, on one side the bench, from which at that

nioinent the final sentence of the law was issuing; on the

other the dock, over the bar of which leaned two or three

squalid looking, pale-faced creatures, listening with a stare

of wildered abstraction to the announcement of tlieir fate.

The benches at either side were covered with counsel in

blue frock-coats and coloured handkerchiefs, the usual

forensic insignia being treated with philosophical in-

dilfereuce on a provincial circuit. In a small gallery at

one end Aylmer witnessed an infraction of the inviolable

rules of Irish female decorum, the presence of a woman
among the audience of a court of justice. She seemed

sensible herself of the singularity of her position, for her

nac2 and person were completely cuveloj)cd in a hood and
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cloak, and the place she occupied was the most un-

obtrusive that could have been selected.

" So the bills have been found against Cahil Fitz-

maurice ?" said a voice at Ayliner's side.

" Aye, have they, then", was the reply, " and it's

the next on the list. It's a droll* story : they say Coun-
sellor has instructions to call up young Aylmer, in re-

gard of a ghost appearing to him, and telling him the

whole tote, by which token he drew the confession out of

the old man next morning. It was a quare thing. They
say young Aylmer thrun holy-water on the sperit, but it

did not mind that no more than the devil would a parson,

until he threatened it with the sacrament, when it flew up

through the roof in a sheet of flame as big as a bonefire

of a St. John's Eve".

A whisper now passed from the clerk of the crown to

the judge, and was subsequently transmitted to the turn-

key, who bowed and put himself in motion. The little

grating at the fiir end of the dock was thrown open, and

the rush which took place in the court showed that all pre-

sent anticipated the meaning of the order. Heads were

thrust out, and eyes strained from their sockets to catch

the first glimpse of the aged prisoner.

The slow and uncertain footstep at length sounded on

the boarded ascent leading from the prison, and the form

of the accused emerging from the gloom of the outer dock,

was in a short time presented to the gaze of the multitude.

The old man bowed as he took liis place, and passing his

hand once or twice over his eyes to relieve them from the

influence of the strong light which fell immediately around

him, he remained passively awaiting Ids fate. Although

he had been prepared to expect a considerable change iu

the appearance of his old guardian, Aylmer experienced a

shock wlien he first looked upon his face and person, which

contributed very materially to siiake his conviction of the

• Extraordinary.
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fairness or the justice of the course which he was himself

pursuing. The pale and emaciated countenance of the

prisoner, the thin wrinkled cheeks, deeply indented temples,

eyes full of a morbid, sepulchral light, dry, staring Iiair,

wasted fingers, and short hectic cough, seemed to intimate,

that it was of little consequence to him, so far as life

was concerned, in what way the trial terminated. His

intellect, too, appeared to have suffered from the ravages

which disease had made on his frame and constitution.

It was some moments before his attention could be suffi-

ciently aroused to enable him to give utterance to the

plea of " not guilty 1" and attend to the opening state-

ment of the king's counsel.

In Ireland, where, from a certain train of causes (the

origin of which we leave to weightier judgments to deter-

mine), it has been found necessary to appeal more to

the cowardice than the generosity of human nature, and

where the even-handed goddess. Justice, has been too

often accustomed to strike up her balance witli her sword

—in this strange country, people are not surjjrised to

hear what is meant to be the opening statement of the

facts of a criminal case, made the veliicle of cruel, unrea-

soning, and inhuman invective against the accused. What-
ever be the evidence in reserve against him, be it so heavy

and damning as to make any previous wordy accusation

needless and brutal, or be it so light as to leave the wild

and empty whirl of blackening assertions poured from

the crown lawyer's lip unauthorized and libelous, still

the malicious prosecutor has carried his point— he hears

his victim, whether innocent or guilty, branded with all

the diabolical ejuthcts that a flowery vein of fancy, aided

by a tolerable acquaintance with the poets, can suggest.

The whole range of imaginative and real liistory is ex-

hausted in search of monsters to serve for his parallel, and

every sly and subtle art by which the personal feelings

and prejudices of his judges can be enlisted against the
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unhappy culprit is relentlessly put in execution. When
we look at this fatal engine, which the law allows only to

the accusing party, and consider that it is most frequently

directed against some poor wretch who is not even

acquainted with the language in which he is thus traduced

in liis own hearing, and consequently cannot avail himself

of his privilege (! !) of reply, \\ e may, perhaps, perceive

Y/hy it is that persons once placed in the dock make their

exit more frequently through the back than the front

entrance, why ropemakers thrive at a certain season, why
the hangman can endow his daughter so handsomely, and

why the science of anatomy is so attainable and so

practically understood in Ireland.

On this occasion, however, there was some degree of

tenderness observed, and the detail of the case was

straight forward, simple, and impartial. After going

through the greater portion of the evidence which he had

in reserve, the counsel was observed to pause as he came
to that part of his brief which contained the deposition of

William Aylmer. It was a difficult subject, and one

which, if he had had a less credulous audience to deal

with, the learned gentleman might have hesitated yet

more about introducing. The deep silence, however,—the

hush which his own pause occasioned among his auditory,

showed him that they anticipated the tale (which was,

indeed, already in circulation, with various embellishments

similar to that overheard by Aylmer iu the court), and

that he would at lea it have to tell the story to grave and

attentive ears. He was now coming, he said, to a

portion of the evidence which would, perhaps, require a

severer exercise of their judgments than any which liad

been hitherto submitted to their consideration. He
believed— ho knew, that he was addressing himself to

Christian hearers, to men conviuced as he was himself of

the divine origin of those sacred records uhicli told of the

last warning of the buried Samuel, the s.iponiatural re-
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vealmcnt of the murder of Uriah, and a thousand otheJ

interpositions of the Almighty Being, setting aside, or

suspending, for some immediate end, the ordinary pro-

cesses of nature. Justice, he remarked, was the same

now as in those days— it Avas the same God who watched

over the actions of all generations, and altlioiigli the

completion of the divine code, left perfect by tlie Founder

of the Clirislian religion, rendered those miraculous in-

terventions less needful for the interests of mankind than

they were while revelation was yet partial and defective,

still there was no ground on which a man could be

justified in declaring such occurrences out of the pale

of things possible. Ho admitted that nothing short of

evidence amounting almost to ocular demonstration—

a

wonderful corroboration in circumstances—and, in short,

all the most powerful incentives to belief which could be

adduced—would be sufHcient to persuade them to do so

much violence to their common experience ; but he trusted

he should be enabled to bring ail the corroborative

testimony, which they could deem necessary, before

them in the course of the evening.

With this preamble, the learned counsel proceeded to a

detail of the deposition made by Aylmcr; after which,

the examination of witnesses comuieuced. The listless

woman of the mountain, Vauria, was one of the first who
were called ; but her testimony went no further than to

the quarrel of the friends, its termination, and a sub-

sequent muttered tiireat on the part of the prisoner, as he

followed the deceased up from the cabin. She admitted,

too, on her cross-examination, that she was instigated to

come forward now, after a long interval of silence, by the

desire of iier kinsman, who had been imprisoned on the

infurmatiou of young Aylmer, for plunderuig the prisoner's

sheep-walk.

Kight had fallen before the case for the prosecution

closed. Kumbcrs of the spectators, exhausted by the
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length of the trial, had dropped off one afier another,

leaving the audience now comparatively tliin and meagre.

Tiie voices of tlie counsel sounded more loudly, owing to

the emptiness of the adjacent hall and the silence of the

streets, while the dull, heavy light cast by the few talluw

candles which were placed in sconces against the walls

and about the bench, added considerably to the com-

fortless solemnity of the scene.

At length young Aylmer was called on to give his

evidence. A heavy moan from the prisoner, almost the

first audible sound which had broken from his lips during

the day, struck on the ear and on the heart of the youth,

as he ascended the steps leading to the witness-table. It

was too late, however, for pause or wavering. lie

mustered his spirits, and bent up his soul to the duty

which he had to discharge.

At the moment he took the book in his hand, and pro-

ceeded to repeat the form of oath, a low, broken scream

of anguish, long suppressed, and now in its effort to

relieve itself seeming to rend the heart from which it

proceeded, rang through the building, and immediately

after, a well-known, though strangely altered voice, from

the now silent and nearly deserted gallery, exclaimed in a

tone of piteous entreaty :

"Aylmer! Aylmer! Aylmer! mercy! for the sake

of old times, mercy ! Do not swear away the old man's

life!"

The sensation which this singular appeal produced in

the court may be easily imagined. The softness and
tenderness of the tones brought tears into the eyes of

many of the hearers, and it was even with some dif-

ficulty that the judge could compel his features into an
expression of higli indignation.

" Remove that person, Mr. Shcrlfi'", he said, quietly.

" I know it, sir, and can make allowance for it", he con-

tinued, iu auswcr to a whisper from one of the prisoner's
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counsel, " but it is exceedingly indecorous. It should not

have been permitted".

Order was again restored, and the witness, mastering,

by a violent effort, the convulsions of passion by Avhich his

frame was shaken to the centre, proceeded to make his

deposition. He went through all the circumstances of

his testimony with a planiness and feeling which won
irresistibly upon the sympathies of his audience, and

impressed even the most incredulous with the conviction,

that, however deluded his senses might have been, the

youth was saying only that which in his heart he

believed to be true. The chief ground, however, upon
which the counsel for the crown rested his claim on the

credence of the jury, was the corroboration which the

prisoner's conduct, on the next morning, aftbrded to the

supernatural revelation of the night preceding. The im-

pression left on the minds of those who sat iu the box was
striking and perceptible.

As Aylmer concluded his evidence, and prepared to

descend, a low whisper, addressed to the ear of the

prisoner's leading counsel, caught his ear.

" Must it be, siu ?"

" It must. We have no other chance, and it is

AS well eikst as last", was the reply, also conveyed in

a whisper,

Aylmer, imagining that he recognized the voice of the

querist, turned quickly round, but saw no face that he

knew. The counsel was already engaged in earnest con-

ver-ation with a learned brother.

The case for the prosecution having terminated with the

evidence of William Aylmer, the gentleman who was
engaged on the other side was about to rise and proceed

with the defence, when he was interrupted by the court:

—

"They had already", his lordship observed, "prolonged

the hearing of the case far into the night, and many
hours beyond the customary period of rising. He was
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far, however, from wishing either to cut short, or post-

pone the termination of the case, and he would si\^er it

to proceed until the whole of the testimony had been laid

before the jury, if the counsel on either side desired it.

But it appeared to him that a more direct course might be

used, in order to arrive at a satisfactory decision. The
doubt which remained on his own mind, was so strong

as to induce him to hesitate a moment on the propriety

of sending the case to the jury, such as it was at that

moment. The evidence was of so peculiar a character,

that it required an exertion of reason, almost " beyond

the reaches" of that faculty in man, to form a con-

scientious judgment upon it. He admitted the force of

the learned counsel's argument, in his statement of the

case : he could not, no believer in Christianity could, deny

the possibility of such supernatural appearances ; but there

was one short mode of deciding the question, as to the

reality of that which was here deposed to with so much
apparent sincerity. The only ground on which the jury

could reconcile to their own consciences the possibility of

the tale, was tlie necessity of such an intervention, the

ilignus viiidice nodus, for the ends of justice. "Let then",

his lordship continued, elevating his voice to a pitch of

sonorous gi-avity, " let the ghost of the murdered man (//"

murdered) come forward, and tell his tale here in this

court, where his presence is much more necessaiy' than in

the chamber of a single individual— Crier, repeat the

foi-m
!"

A murmur of amazement ran through the court at this

extraordinary speech, and immediately after a silence

ensued, as breathless, anxious, and profound, as if the

spectators really imagined they were about to witness a

miracle. The crier twice went through the form, and

twice the call died away unheeded among the echoes of

the deserted halls. Aylmer, anxious to observe its eflcct

on the prisoner, turned round to gaze upon him, when a
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startling change Avhich took place in the whole appearance

of the man, riveted and fixed his eyes in the direction

they had talien. Fitzmaurice was elevating his head

from the stooping posture which he had maintained

during the period of the last witness's examination, and

casting a wild and wavering glance around him, when
those who, like Aylmer, had their eyes fixed on his, ob-

served tlieni to settle in a stare of frozen horror upon a

certain point. Ilis lip grew white, quivered, and then

was still as marble— iiis hair stirred and separated— his

brow and cheek became yet more damp and death-like

tlian before—a slight shivering passed over his frame, and

then every member set and stilfened in a statue-like

repose. There was no start—no sudden change of

attitude ; there was merely an interruption of the action

of the frame, as if some fearful shock had penetrated at

once to the principle of life, and left the will and the

power of motion paralyzed and helpless ; with a sud-

denness similar to that of a cataleptic attack, in which the

patient seems to have

*' forgot himself to stone**

before any external change is visible. The eyes only of

the prisoner moved, following a certain object along the

entrance of the court and to the witness-table. Aylmer,

terrified by the action of the criminal, looked in the same
direction. An old white-haired man was in the act o{

ascending the steps. Aylmer felt as if a bolt of ice had

been struck into his heart, when he recognized in the

equivocal and lurid candlelight, the features of his mid-

night visitor; while the gray frieze-coat and heavy

sounding tread of the figure, brought to his recollection

the strange letter-bearer of tlic Kerry mountains

!

•' You see before you, my lord", said the stranger, " an

unfortunate man, who has only within a few months re-

turned to his native country, and has during that time
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been wandering like a thief about the precincts of his own
estate, in fear of a legal visitation on a charge of many
years' standing, I am weary of a life of anxiety and

concealment, and even if I were not called upon by the

tongue of justice herself to come forward now, I would,

before long, have gladly delivered myself up to the laws

of my country".

" Your lordship will observe", quickly remarked the

counsel for the prisoner, " that this gentleman, Mr.
Robert Ayhner of Ballij-Aylmer^ does not make any con-

fession or admissiou whatsoever of the truth of the charge

to which he alludes ; he merely comes forward to meet

inquiry, and redeem his forfeited place in society".

His lordship smiled as he nodded an acquiescence, and

Mr. Aylmer smiled too, but in a more melancholy sort.

"Gentlemen", said the judge, addressing the jury, "I
am glad to inform you that your business is over for this

night. You will find a verdict of acquittal and attend to-

morrow".
" This beats the witch of Endor hollow", said the

crown lawyer, as he threw his brief to the solicitor;

"your lordship may take place among the cabalists of

Domdaniel after this".

Several other equally admirable witticisms passed

among the junior counsel on tlie back benches; such as

that his lordship was a clever resurrection-man—that he

had given a grave turn to the proceedings—that it was a

dead-letter affair, with various inflictions of a similar

nature, which we grieve to say our slippery memory will

not enable us to lay before the reader.

No person had yet sufficiently abstracted their attention

from the now engrossing point of interest, the resuscitated

lord of Bally-Ayhncr, to bestow a thought on the prisoner.

It was with a general exclamation of surprise, therefore,

that they perceived, when the court commanded his im-

mediate discharge, that his place at the bar was cmnty
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The turnkey, all confusion at this unaccountable dig*

appeararice, seized a candle and examined the dock, when
the unhappy man was found stretched on the floor, which

was flooded with blood around his head. He was raised

gently, and conveyed, while yet in a senseless state, to his

bed-cliamber in the adjoining prison ; Sandy Culhane, by
the direction of Mr. Aylmer, leading his assistance to the

oflicers of the place.

The court immediately after became astir with the bustle

of separation, and many a wondering hearer went home to

astoni>h the ears of his fire-side circle with a red-hot

narrative of the night's adventures, which have since been

transmitted, with sundry decorations and gratuitous in-

cidents superadded, to their children's children.

The two Aylmers, thus strangely restored to each other,

proceeded together to a hotel, where the remainder of the

night was spent in mutual inquiries and explanations, with

an entire detail of which we shall not trouble the reader.

The old man would, he said, have prevented all necessity

for an investigation before it commenced, had he been

aware of the circumstances that had taken place ; but a

communication from the Flushing contrabandist, who had

saved his life on the night of the quarrel with Fitz-

maurice, and who was then sojourning at Waterford, had

called him suddenly away, the morning after he had

visited Aylmer at Kilavariga. He had been induced to

take this step by the information given him by Sandy
Culhane, that a marriage was contemplated by Fitzmaurice

between Aylmer and his daughter; a circumstance con-

firmed in some degree by the extraordinary care which he

observed had been taken of the Aylmer property. This

arrangement was not only unpleasing to him in itself, but

doubly so from its interference with a long and anxiously

cherished design of his own, with respect to the fasci-

nating and accomplished daughter of his foreign friend,

Miss Qaisana Van Huggel Schneiderdrugger.

"1 perceive", Mr. Aylmer continued, as a slight flush
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passed over the brow and cheek of his son, at the

allusion to Katharine Fitzmaurice, *' I see that I was

wrong in my calculation, and so there is an end of the

scheme at once. Totally ignorant as I was of my son's

character and disposition, and rather induced to believe,

from his intinatc connectlor. with th^ family of Kilavariga,

that I should at least have wounded feelings and severed

and bleeding affections to contend with, it is hardly

sui-prising that I should have preferred making a confidant

of the ancient and faithful servant of our house, im-

mediately on my arrival. All occasion for secrecy is now,

however, done away with, as my old friend Evans of

Evanstown informs me that I have nothing further to

apprehend from the possibilily of evidence being yet

found to establish the charge once in existence against me".

The old man was correct in his anticipations on this

head. The next morning he placed himself voluntarily

under arrest, and v.-as presently after discharged in con-

sequence of the non-appearance of the prosecutors.

The shock which Fitzmaurice had received was not so

immediately fatal as might have been expected. lie

lived long enough to be reestablished in peace and good

neighbourhood with the friend of his youth, and to join

the hands of his daughter and her lover in the holy clasp

of authorized affection.

" Well, Mick", said Culhane, addressing the aged

herdsman, as the wedding party passed near them in their

return, "there's the thief with the brogues and pavers,

that you traced from Kilavariga the night of the great

snow. AVhich o* the three now do you think will dance

the best nioneen at the hauling home 'i"

" The master thin, agen the world I Ah ! the times for

grinding and footing are gone by, but the Aylniers were

always great hands at the feet, and av there's a relic of

ould times in the countiy, it will be shown that night at

Bally-Aylracr".

6
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THE HAND AND WORD.

Porque ninguno

De mi venganza tome
Vengarme de mi procuro

Buscanclo desde esa torre

Ea el anclio mar sepulchro.

Caldkuon's El mat/or Monstruo lot Zitot

Vengeance is here the right of none

—

My punishment be mine ahme!

In tlie broad waves that tieave and boom
Beneath this tower I seek my tomb.

The village of Kllkee, on the south-western coast of

Ireland, has been for many years to the city of Limerick

(on a small scale) that which Brighton is to London. At

the time, however, when the events wliich form the sub-

ject of the following little history took place, it had not

yet begun to take precedence of a watering-place some-

what farther to the north on the same coast, called

Miltown Malbay, which had been for a long time, and

still was, a favourite summer resort with the fashionables

of the county, such as they were. The village itself con-

sists merely of six or eight streets, or straggling rows of

houses, scattered irregularly enough over those waste

banks of sand in which the land terminates as it ap-

proaches the Atlantic.

Those banks, or sandhills, as they are called, do not in

this place slope gradually to the marge of the sea, but
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form a kind of abrupt banior or natural teirace around

the little bay, descending with such suddenness that the

ledges on the extreme verge completely overhang the

water, and with their snow-white fronts and neat green

lattices, produce a sufficiently picturesque effect when the

tide is at tlie full.

The little inlet which has been dignified with the title

of a bay, opens to the north-west by a narrow mouth,

rendered yet narrower in appearance by the Duggara
rocks, which stretch more than half-way across from the

southern extremity. A bed of fine hard sand reaches as

far as low-water mark, and when the retiring waves have

left it visible, affords a pleasant promenade to the bathers.

Winding on either side towards the opening of the bay
and along the line of coast, are seen a number of broken

cliffs, which, rising to a considerable height, form to the

north a precipitous headland called Corballagh, and to the

southward they stretch away behind Duggara in a thou-

sand fantastic shapes. Close to the mouth or opening, on

this side, is the Amphitheatre, which has been so named
in later years, from the resemblance wliich instantly

suggests itself to the beholder. Here tlie rocks lift

themselves above the level of the sea in regular grades,

bearing a kind of rude similitude to the benches of such

a theatre as that above-named, to the height of two or

three hundred feet. In the bathing season this place is

seldom without a few groups or straggling figures, being

turned to account in a great many different ways, whether

as a resting-place to the wanderers on the cliffs, or a point

of rendezvous to the numerous plc-nic parties Avho come
here to enjoy a dinner a( fresco, and luxuriate on the

grand and boundless ocean-prospect which lies beneath

and beyond them.

A waggish host of the village with whom I had the

honour to domiciliate during a brief sojourn in the place a

few yer.rs since, informed me that a number of serious



124 THE HAND AND WORD.

accidents had rendered the visitors to the Amphitheatre

somewhat more cautious of suffering themselves to become

entangled among the perils of the shelving and dis-

jointed crags of which it was composed. Among many
anecdotes of warning he mentioned one which occurred to

a meditative guest of his own, for which I at first gave

him credit for a poetical imagination, though I afterwards

found he had spoken nothing more than a real f.ict.

" To take out his book" (he said in ansAver to a

question from me, as to the manner of the occurrence),

" and to sit down as it might be this way on a shelving

rock, and the sea to be roaring, and he to be thinking of

nothing, only what he was reading, when a swell riz and

took him out a distins, as it might be to give him a good

sea-view of the cliffs and the place, and turning again

the same way it came, laid him up on the same stone,

where, I'll be your bail, he was mighty scarce in less than

no time".

Beyond the Amphitheatre, the cliff rises to a still

greater height, funning an eminence called the Look-out.

Sliocking as the tale may appear to modern reader^, it

has been a-sertcd, and but too many evidences remain to

give weight and colour to the supposition, that in those

barbarous (though not very distant) times, this place was

employed as an observatory by tlie wild fishermen of the

coast and neighbouring hamlets, the principal portion of

whose livelihood was derived from the plunder of tiie un-

fortunate men who happened to be Avrecked on this

inhospitable shore ; and it is even recorded, and generally

believed, that fires were, on tempestuous nights, frequently

lighted here, and in other dangerous parts of the coast, ia

order to allure the labouring vessel, already iardly set by

the war of winds and waves, to a more certain and im-

mediate destruction on the rocks and shoals beneath, a

practice, it is said, which was often successful to a fearful

extent.
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The most remarkable point of scenery about the place,

and one with which we shall close our perliaps not un-

liectlful sketch of the little district, is tlic Piidirig-hole, a

cavern near the base of the clift' last-mentioned, whicli

vaults the enormous mass of crag to a considerable

distance inland, where it has a narrow opening, appearing

to the eyes of a stranger like a deep natural well. When
the tremendous sea from abroad rolls into this cavern, the

effect is precisely the same as if water were forced into an

inverted funnei, its impetus of course increasing as it

ascends through the narrow neck, until at length reaching

the perpendicular opening, or Puffing-hole, it jets fre-

quently to an immense height into the air, and falls in

I'ain on the mossy fields behind.

At a little distance from this singular phenomenon
stood a rude cottage. It was tenanted by an aged woman
of the place, the relict of one of the most daring plun-

derers of tiie coast, who was suspected to have been

murdered by one of his own comrades a good many years

before. The interior of the little building bore sufficient

testimony to the unlawful habits of its former, master.

All, even the greater proportion of the domestic utensils,

were formed of ship timbers: a rudder had been

awkwardly hacked and hewed up into something bearing

a resemblance to a table, which stood in the middle of the

principal apartment ; the rafters were made from the sp.irs

of boom, peek, and yard ; a settle-bed at the further end

had been constructed from the ruins of a gallant ship

;

and the little boarded parlour inside was furnished in part

from the same materials. A number of planks, care-

lessly fastened together by way of a dresser, stood against

the wall, shining forth in all the glory of burnished

pewter, wooden-phitter, and gaudily painted earthenware

the heir-looms of the house uf Moran.

Terrified and shocked to the soul by the suddea fate

of her late spouse, ]\Ir3. Moran, the proprietress of the
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cottage, resolved that their boy, an only child, should rot

follow the dangerous courses of his father. In this fhe

happened to be seconded by the youth's own disposition,

which inclined to a quietude and gentleness of character.

He was, at his sixteenth year, far beyond his compeers of

the village in point of education, and not behind in

beauty of person, and dexterity at all the manual ex-

ercises of goal, single-stick, etc., etc., accomplishments,

however, which were doomed not to be wasted in the

obscurity of his native wilderness, for before he had com-
pleted his seventeenth year, he was laid by the heels, one

morning as he sat at breakfast, and pressed to sea.

One day was allowed him tr> take leave of old friends,

and prepare to bid a long adieu to his native home. This

day was a painful one, for more reasons than one.

Of course it is not to be supposed that so smart,

handsome, clever, and well disposed a lad as Charlie

Morau, should be unappreciated among the maidens of the

district in whicli he vegetated. He had in short a lover;

a fine flaxen-haired giil, with whom he had been intimate

from infancy up to youth, when the wars (into the service

of which he sus|icctcd he was betrayed by the agency of

the girl's parent, a comfoitable Palatine in the neigh-

bourhood) called him away from his bo} ish sports to the

exercise of a premature manhood. Their parting was by
no means more agreeable to little Ellen Sparling than to

himself, seeing that they were more fondly and deeply

attached to one another, than is frequently the case with

persons of their age and rank in life, and moreover that

it would not have been the easiest matter possible to find

a pair so well matched in temper and habits, as well as in

personal loveliness (just then unfolding itself in each

with a promise of perfect maturity) anywhere about the

country-side.

Tlie father of the girl, however, who, to say the truth,

was indeed the contriver of Muran's impressment, looked
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forward to his aTDscnce M'itli a great deal of joy. The old

Palatine, who possessed all the piudeuce of parents in

every soil and season, and all the natural obstinnc}' of

dijposition inherent in the national character of the land

of his forefathers, had on this occasion his prejudices

doubly strengthened, and rendered at last inveterate, by
the differences of religion and education, as well as by
that eternal, reciprocal, and indomitable hatred Avhich in-

variably divides the usurping and fivoured immigrant from

the oppressed indigenous disinherited inheritor of the soil.

Fond of his little girl, yet hating her friend, he took the

part of weaning them asunder by long absence, a common
mistake among more enlightened parents than Mr.

Sparling.

On the day preceding that of young ]\[oran's departure,

when the weeping girl was hanging on his neck, and over-

whelming him with conjurations to "prove true", an

advice, to follow which, he assured her over and over

again in his own way, he needed no exhortations, her

lover proposed to her to walk (as it might be for the last

time) towards a spot which had been the usual limit to

their rambles, and their general rendezvous whenever her

father thought proper to forbid their communing in his

house, Mhich was only done at intervals, his vigilance

being a s^rt of chronic atl'ectioii, sometimes rising to a

height which seemed dangerous to their hojtes, sometimes

relapsing into a state of almost perfect iudilfercnce. To
this spot the lovers now repaired.

It was a recess in the cliff that beetled over the

caverns, and was so formed as to hold no more than throe

or four persons, who, when they occupied the rude seats

naturally furmed in the rock, were invisible to any humnu
eye which might be directed otherwhere than from the sea.

The approach to it was by a narrow footway, in ascending

or descending which, one seemed almost to liang in air, so

far did the cliff-head project over the waters, and so scanty
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was the path of the descent on either side. Cnstom,
however, had rendered it a secure footing to the in-

habitants of the village, and the lovers speedily fonnd

themselves within the little nook, secluded from every

mortal eye.

It was a still autumn evening : there was no sunshine,

but the fixed splendour of the sky above and around

them, on which the lines, or rathei- waves, of fchin vapour

extending from the north-west, and tinged on one side by

the red light of the sun, which had just gone down, pre-

sented the similitude of a sea frozen into a brilliant mass

in the act of undulation. Beyond them lay Bishop's

Island, a little spot of land, shooting up from the waves

in the form of a gigantic column, about three hundred

feet in height, the sides barren and perpendicular, and the

plain above covered with verdure to the marge itself.

Immediately above their heads was a blighted elder tree

(one of the most remarkable phenomena* of this woodless

district) which now hung, like a single gray hair, over the

bare and barren brow of the aged cliff.

The wanderers sat here in perfect security, although by

a step forward they might look upon a tremendous in-

slanting precipice beneath, against the base of Avhich, at

times, the sea ias>hed itself with such fury, as to bound in

huge masses over the very summit, and to make the cliff

itself shake and tremble to a considerable distunce inland.

" I have asked you to come here, Ellen", said her

lover, as he held her hand in one of his, while the other

was passed round her \\ aist, " for a very solemn purpose.

It is a belief amongst us, and many have seen it come to

pass, that those who pledge themselves to any promise,

whether of hate or love, and who, with their hands

* A sufficiently characteristic observation of Cromwell on the

barren iie.-.s of ihe countr_v inland, is preserved ainoiig tlie peasantry.
" riieie was", lie ob erveil, " neither a tree to hang a mau, tire to

burn, nor water to drowu him ".
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clasped together as ours are now, pliglit their faith and

troth to perform that promise to one another— it is our

belief, I say, that whether in the land of the living or the

dead, they can never enjoy a quiet soul until tliat promise

is made good. I must serve five years before I obtain

my discharge ; when I get that, Ellen, I will return to

this place, and let you know, by a token, that I am in the

neighbourhood. Pledge me your liand and word, that

when yon receive that token, \\ hether you are married or

unmarried, whether it be dark, moon-light, or stormy, you
Avill come out alone to meet me where 1 shall appoint, on

the niglit when I shall send it".

Without much hesitation the young girl solemnly

pledged herself to what he required. He then unbound

from her hair a ribbon by which it was confiucd, kissed

it, and placed it in his bosom, after which they ascended

the cliff and separated.

After the departure of young Moran, his mother, to

relieve her loneliness, opened a littlo place of entertainment

for il\c Jish julters, whose trade it was (and is) to carry the

fish taken on the coast to the uearest market-town for sale,

as also for the lishermen of the village and chance pas-

sengers. By tliis means she had accumulated a very con-

siderable sum of money in a few years. Ellen Sparling

observed this with the more satisfaction, as she felt it

might remove the greatest bar that had hitherto opposed
itself to her uniou with Charles Moran.

Five years and some months had rolled aw^ny since his

departure, and he had not been lieard of during that

time in his native village. All things remained \i.'ry

nearly in the same state in which he had left them, witli

the exception of the increased prosperity of his mother's

circumstances, and the matured beauty of Ellen, who was
grown into a blooming woman, the admiration of all the

men, and it is said, though I don't vouch for the fact, of

all the woneu too, of her neighbourhood. Tiiere are
6*
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limits of snpcnovity beyond which envy cannot reach, and

it might be said, perhaps, that Ellen was placed in this

position of advantage above all her female acquaintances.

It is not to be supposed that she was left untempted all

this while, or at least unsought. On the contrary, a

number of suitors had directly or indirectly presented

themselves, with one of whom only, however, I have any

business at present.

He was a young fisherman, and one of the most

constant visitors at the elegant soirees of the widow
Moran, where, however, he was by no means a very

welcome guest, either to the good woman or her customers.

He held, nevertheless, a high place at the board, and

seemed to exercise a kind of dominion over the revellers,

perhaps as much the consequence of his outward ap-

pearance, as of his life and habits. He was powerfully

made, tall, and of a countenance which, even in his hours

of comparative calmness and inaction, exhibited in the

mere arrangement of its features, a brutal violence of

expression which was exceedingly repugnant. The middle

portion of his physiognomy was rather flat and sunken,

and his mouth and forehead projecting much, rendered

this deformity disgustingly apparent. Deep black, lai-gc

glistening eyes glanced from beneath a pair of brows,

which so nearly approached each other, as, on every

movement of pa-sion or impulse of suspicion, to form in

all appearance one thick sliaggy line across, and the

unamiable efi'ect of the countenance altogether was not

improved by the temper of the man, who was feared

throughout the neighbourhood, as well for his enormous

strength, as for the violence, th3 suspicious tetchincss, and

the habitual gloominess of his character, which was never

more visible than when, as now, he aficcted the display of

jollity and hearty good-fellowship. It was whispered,

moreover, that he was visited, after some unusual ex-

citement, with tits of wildtiess approaching to insanity, at
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tiio accession of which he was wont to conceal himself

from all human intercourse for a period, until the evil

influence (originating, as it was asserted privately among
his old assuciates, in the remorse Avith Avhich the re-

collection of his manifold crimes was accompanied) had

passed away— a circumstance which seemed to augur a

consciousness of this mental infirmity. At the end of

those periods of retirement, he was wont to return to his

companions with a haggard and jaded countenance, a de-

jected demeanour, and a sense of shame manifested in his

address, which, for a short space only, served to temper

the violence of his conduct. Robbers and murderers, as

all of his associates were, this evil-conditioned man had

gone so far beyond them in his total recklessness of crime,

that he had obtained for himself the distinguishing

appellative (like most nicknames in Irish low life, ironically

applied) of Yamon Macauntha, or Honest Ned ; oc-

casionally varied (after he had reached the estate of

manhood, and distinguished himself among the smugglers,

over whom he acquired a speedy mastery, by his daring

spirit, and almost invariable success in whatever he under-

took) with that of Yamon Dhu, or Black Ned, a name
which applied as well to his dark complexion, long, matted,

coal-black hair and beard, as to the tierce and relentksi

energy of his disposition.

One anecdote, which w-as told with suppressed breath

and involuntary shuddering, even among those who wero

by his side in all his deeds of blood, may sei've to illustrate

tl'.e terrific and savage cruelty of the man. A Dutch
vessel had gone to pieces on the rocks beneath the Look-

out. The waves rolled in lilve mountains, and lashed

themselves with such fury against the clitrs, that very

speedily nearly all those among the crew who clung to the

dri'ting fragments of the wreck, were dashed to atonas ou

(he projecting granite. A few only, among whom was tlie

captain of the vessel, who struggled with de.-j)eraLo
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vigour against the dreadful element, succeeded in secarln.'^

themselves on a projecting rock, from whence, feeble and

exhausted as they were, the poor mariners endeavoured to

hail a number of people, who were looking out on the

wreck from the cliff-head above them. They succeeded in

attracting attention, and the spectators prepared to lower

a rope for their relief, which, as they were always pro-

vided against such accidents, they were not long in

bringing to pass. It was first girded around the waist of

the captain, and then fastened around that of his two

companions, wiio, on giving a signal, wei'e drawn into the

air, the former holding in one hand a little casket, and

with the other defending himself against the pointed pro-

jections of the cliff as he ascended. When very near the

summit, wliich completely overhung the wav'es, he begged,

in a faint tone, that some one would take the casket from

his hands, as he feared it might be lost in the attempt to

secure his own hold. Yamon was but too alert in

acceding to the wretched man's request ; he threw him-

self forward on the sand, with his breast across the rope,

and took the casket from his uplifted hand.
" God's blessing on your souls, my deliverers", cried

the poor man, wringing his clasped hands, with a gesture

and look of fervent gratitude, " the casket is safe, thank

God ! and my faith to my employers " he was yet

speaking, when the rope severed under Black Yamon's

breast, and the three men were precipitated into the

yawning waters beneath. They were hurried out by the

retiring waves, and the next moment their mangled

bodies were left in the recesses of the cliff.

A cry of horror and of compassion burst even from the

savage hearts of a crew of sraugglei's, who had been

touched by the courage and constancy which was dis-

played by the brave uulbrtunates. Yamon alone remained

unmoved (and hard must the heart have been which even

ibe voice of gratitude, unmei itcd though it m as, could uut
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soffen or penetrate). He gave utterance to a burst of

hoarse, grumbling laughter, as he waved the casket ia

triumph before the eyes of his comrades.
" Huh ! huh !" he exclaimed, ^' she was a muthaun

—

why didn't she keep her casket till she drew her paiuther

ashore?"

One of the men, as if doubting the possibility of the

inhuman action, advanced to the edge of the cliff. lie

found the rope had been evidently diviiled by some sharp

instrument ; and observing something glittering wliere

Yamon lay, he stooped forward and picked up an open

clasp-knife, which was presently claimed by the unblushing

monster. However shocked they might have been at the

occurrence, it was no dilRcult matter for Yamon to

persuade Iris companions that it would be noMise con-

venient to let the manner of it transjiire in the neigh-

bourhood ; and in a very few minutes the fate of the

Dutchmen seemed completely banished from their re-

collection (never very retentive of benevolent emotions),

and the only question held regarded the division of the

booty. They were disappointed, however, in their hopes

of spoil, for the casket which the faitliful shipmau M-as so

anxious to preserve, and to obtain which his murderer had
made sacrifice of so many lives, contained nothing more
than a few papers of bottomry and insurance, valueless to

all but the owners of the vessel. This circumstance

seemed to touch the villain more nearly than the wanton
cruelty of which he had been guilty; and his gang, who
were superstitious exactly in proportion to their want of

hone.-^ty and of eU moral principle, looked upon it as a

supernatural occurrence, in which the judgment of an

otiended Deity was made manifest.

'I'his amiable person had a sufficiently good opinion of

himself to make one among the admiiers of Elien

Sparling. It is scarcely necessary to say that his suit was
unsuccessful. Indeed the maiden was heard private'ly ic
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declare her conviction that it was impossible there could be

found anywhere a more ugly and disagreeable man, in

every sense.

One fine frosty evening, the Avidow !Moran's was more
than usually crowded. The fire blazed cheerfully on the

hearth, so as to render any other light unnecessar}^,

although the night had already begun to close in. Tlie

mistress of the establishment was busily occupied in re-

plenishing the wooden noggins^ or drinking vessels, with

which the board was covered ; her glossy white hair

turned up under a clean kercliief, and a general gala

gladness spreading an unusual light over her shrivelled

and attenuated features, as by various courtesies, ad-

dressed to the company around her, she endeavoured to

make the gracious in her own house. Near the chimney-

corner sat Dura Keys, a dark featured, bright eyed girl,

wlio on account of her skill on the bagpipe, a rather un-

fcminine accomplishment, and a rare one in this district

(where, however, as in most parts of Ireland, music of

some kind or anotlier was constantly in high request)

filled a place of high consideration among the merry-

makers. The remamder of the scene was filled up with

the fishermen, smugglers, and fish-jolters; the latter wrapt

in their blue frieze coats, and occupying a more un-

obtrusive corner of the apartment, while Yamon, as noisy

and imperious as usual, sat at the head of the rude table,

giving the word to the whole assembly.

A knocking was heard at the slight hurdle-door. The
good woman went to open it, and a young man entered.

He was well formed, though rather thin and dark skinned,

and a profusion of black curled hair clustered about h'u

temples, corresponding finely with his glancing, dark,

fiL'ry eye. An air of sadness, or of pensiveness, too, hungj

a'jout him, which gave an additional interest to his ap-

pear.aice, and impressed the spectator with an involuntary

respect. Mrs. Moran drew bacL" with one of her lowesli
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curtsies. The stranger smiled sadly, and extended his

hand. "Don't you know me, mother?" he asked. Ttie

poor woman sprung to his neck with a cry of joy.

All was confusion in an instant. " Charles "— "Charlie"—" Mr. Moran "—\\as echoed from lip to lip in proportion

to the scale «f intimacy which was enjoyed by the several

speakers. Many a rough hand grasped his, and many a

good-humoured buftet and malediction he had to endure

before the tumultuous joy of his old friends had subsided.

At length after all questions had been answered, and all

old friends, the dead, the living, and the absent, had been

tenderly inquired for, young Moran took his place among
the guests ; the amusements of the evening ^-ere renewed,

and Yamon, who had felt his importance considerably

diminished by the entrance of the young traveller, began

to resume his self-constituted sovereignty.

Gambling, the great curse of society in all climes,

classes, ages, and states of civilization, was not unknown
or unpractised in this wild region. Neither was it Iiere

unattended with its usual effects upon the mind, heart, and

happiness of its votaries. The eager manifestation uf

assent which passed round the circle, when the proposition

of just " a hand o' fiveand-furty" was made, showed that

it was by no means an unusual or unacceptable resource to

any person pTesent. The young exile, in particular,

seemed to catch at it with peculiar readiness ; and, in a

few minutes, places and partners being arranged, the old

woman deposited in the middle of the table a pack of cards,

approaching in shape more to the oval thau the oblong

square, anil in colour scarcely distinguishable from the

black oaken board on which they lay. Custom, however,

had rendered the jilayers particularly expert at their use,

and they were dealt round with as much tli]}pancy as the

newest pack in the hands of a demon of St. James's in our

own time. One advantage, certainly, the fasliiouablo

gamesters possessed over these primitive gamblers : the
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Litter were perfectly ignorant of the useful niceties of play,

so much in request among the former. Old gentlemen^

stags, bridges, etc., were matters totally unknown among

our coast fiiends, and the only necessary consequences of

play, in which they (perhaps) excelled, were the out-

rageous violence, good mouth-filling oaths, and the ferocious

triumph which followed the winnings or the losses of the

several parties.

After he had become so far acquainted with the dingy

pieces of pasteboard in his hand, as to distinguish the

almost obliterated impressions upon them, the superior

akill of the sea-farer became apparent. Yaraon, who
played against him, soon began to show symptoms of

turbidence, which the other treated with the most perfect

coolness and indifi'erence, still persevering in his good play,

until his opponent, after lavishing abundance of abuse en

every body around him, especially on his unfortunate

partner in the game, acknowledged that he had no more

to lose. The night had now grown late, and the guests

dropping oft' one by one, Moran and his mother were left

alone in the cottage.

" Mother ", said the young man, as he threw the little

window-shutter open, and admitted a gush of moonhght

which illumined the whole room, "will you keep the

fire stirring till I return: the night is fine, and I must go

over the clifl's".

" The cliffs ! to-night, child !" ejaculated the old woman.
" You don't think of it, my heart ?"

"I must go", was the reply ;
" I have given a pledge

that I dare not be false to ".

"The cliffs!" continued the old woman. "The way is

uncertain even to the feet that know it best, and sure you

wouldn't try it in the night, and after being away till you

don't know, may be, a foot o' the way ".

" When I left Ellen Sparling, mother", said the young

man, " I pledged her my faith, that I would meet her on
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the night on \vhich she should receive from me a token she

gave me. She, hi like manner, gave nie hers. 'J'hat

token I sent to her beibre I entered your doors this evening,

and I appointed her father's ould house, where he lived in

his poor days, and where I first saw her, to meet me. I

must keep my word on all hazards". And he flung the

cottage-door open as he spoke.

" Then take care, take care ", said the old woman,
clasping her hands and extending them towards him,

while she spoke in her native tongue. " The night, thank

God ! is a fine night, and the sea is still at the bottom of

the cliffs, but it is an unsure path. I know the eyes that

will be red, and the cheeks that will be white, and the

young and fair ones too, if anything contrary should come
to you this holy evening ". " I have given her my hand
and word ", was Moran's reply as he closed the door, and

took the path over the sand hills.

The moon was shining brightly when he reached the

cliffs, and entered on the path leading to the old ren-

dezvous of the lovers, and from thence to the ruined

building, where he expected to meet Ellen. He trudged

along in the light-heartedness of feeling inspired by the

conviction he felt, that the happiness of the times, which

every object he beheld brought to his recollection, had not

passed away with those days, and that a fair and pleasant

future yet lay before him. He turned off the sand-hills

while luxm-iating in those visions of unchecked delight.

Passing the rucks of Duggara, he heard the plashing of

oars, and the rushing of a canoe through the water. It

seemed to make towards a landing-place further down,

and lying almost on his path. He pursued his course,

supposing, as in fact proved to be the case, that it was
one of the fishermen drawing his canoe nearer to the

caverns which were to be made the scene of a seal-hunt

on the following day. As the little vessel glided through

the water beneath him, a wild song, in the language of
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the country, rose to the brolicn crag on which he now
rested, chaunted by a powerful masculine voice, with all

the monotonous and melancholy intonation to which the

construction of the music is peculiarly favourable. The
following may be taken as a translation of the stanzas :—

I.

The Priest stood at the marriage board,

The marriage cake was made

:

With meat thf marriage chest was stored,

Decked was the marriage bed.

The old man sat beside the fire,

The motiier sat by liim,

The white bride was in gay attire

But her darlc eye was dim,

Ululah! Ululabl
The night falls quick—the sun is set,

Her love is on the water yet.

I saw the red cloud in the west,

Against the morning light,

Heaven shield the j'outh that she loves best

From evil chance to- night.

The door flings wide ! Loud moans the gal^
AVild fear lier bosom chi'ls,

It is, it is the Banthee's wail.

Over the darkened hills,

Ululah! Ululahl
The day is past! the night is dark!

The waves are mounting round Lis bark.

III.

The guests sit round the bridal bed,

And break the bridal cake,

But they sit by the dead man's head.

And hold his wedding-wake.

The bride is praying in her room,

The place is silent all!

A fearful call ! a sudden doom !

Bridal and funeral

!

Ululah! Ululah':

A youth to Kilfiehera's ta'en.

That never will return again.
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Before Moran had descended much further orf his way,

he perceived that the canoe had reached a point of tlie

rociv close npon his route. The fisherman jumped to land,

made fast the painter, and turning up the path by wliich

!Moran was descending, soou encouutered him. It was
Yamon Macauntha.

" Ho ! Mr. Moran ! Out on the cliffs this hour o' the

night, sir ?"

" Yes, I have a good way to go. Good by to you".
" Easy a while, sir ", said Yamon ;

" that is the same
way I'm going myself, and I'll be Avith you ".

Moran had no objection to this arrangement, although

it was not altogetlier pleasing to him. He knew enough
of the temper and habits of the smuggler to believe him
capable of any design, and although he had been a stronger

built man than he was, yet the odds, in case of any
hostile attempt, would be fearfully in Yamon's favour.

He remembered, too, certain rumours which had reached

him of the latter being occasionally subject to fits of gloom
approaching in their strength and intensity to actual

derangement, and began to hesitate as to the more
advisable course to be pursued. However, not to mention

the pusillanimity of anything having the appearance of

retreat, sucli a step would in all probability have been

attempted in vain, for Yamon stood directly behind him,

and the path was too narrow to admit the possibility of

a successful struggle. He had only to obey the motion of

the fisherman and move on.

" You don't know", said the latter, " or may be yoii

never heard of what I'm 'going to tell you now; but easy,

and you'll know all in a minute. Do yoK see tliat sloping

rock down by the sea, wliere the horse-gull is standing at

tliis minute, the same we passed a while ago. AVheu my
mother was little better than seven months married, b;ir.g

living hard by on the sand-hills, she went many's tlie time

down to that lock, to fetch home some of the salt-water
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for piclcle and things, and never made any work of going

down there late and early, and at all hours. Well, it was

as it might be this way, on a fine bright night, that she

took her can in her hand, and down with her to the rock.

The tide was full in, and when she turned off o' the path,

Avhat should she see fronting her, out, and sitting quite

erect inlirely upon the rock, only a woman, and she

having the tail of her gown turned up over her head, and

she sitting quite still, and never spaking a word, and her

back towards my mother. ' Dieu nth ', says my mother,

careless and civil, thinking of nothing, and wanting her to

move ; but she took no notice. ' Would it be troubling

you if I'd jvist step down to get a drop o' the salt-water?'

says my mother. Still no answer. So tiiinking it might

be one of the neighbours that was funning, or else that it

might be asleep she was, she asked her very plain and

loud to move out o' the v/ay. When there wasn't ere a

word come after this, my mother stooped forward a little,

and lifted the goivnd from the woman's forehead, and

peeped under—and what do you think she seen in the

dark within? Two eyes as red as fire, and a shiivclly old

face without any lips hardly, and they drawn back, and

teeth longer than lobster's claws, and as white as the

bleached bones. Ilcr heart was down in her brogue*

when it started up from her, and with a screech that made
two halves of my mother's brains, it flew out over the

wide sea.

"My mother went home and took to her bed, from

which she never stirred till 'twas to be taken to Kil-

fiehera church-yard. It was in that week I was born. I

never pass that place at night alone, if I can help it

—

a.id that is paitly the reason why I made so free to ask

you to bear me company".

Moran had his confidence fully reestablished by these

words. He thought he saw in Yamon a wretch so

* Shoe.



THE HAND AND WORD. 141

preyed npon by remorse and superstition, as to be in-

capable of contemplating any deep crime, to which he had

not a very great temptation. As Yamon still looked

toward the rock beneath, the enormous horse-gull by

which he had first indicated its position to Moran, took

flight, and winged its way slowly to the elevation on

which they stood. The bird rose above, wheeled round

them, and with a shrill cry, that was repeated by a hun-

dred echoes, dived again into the darkness underneath.

Moran, at this instant, had his thoughts tuined in

another direction altogether, by the sight of the little

recess in which Ellen and he had held their last con-

versation. He entered, followed by Yamon, who threw

himself on the rude stone seat, observing that it was a

place " for the phuka to make her bed in".

The young traveller folded his arms, and gazed around

for a few minutes in silence, his heart striving beneath the

load of recollections which came upon him at every glance

and motion. On a sudden, a murmured sound of voices

was heard underneath, and Moran stooped down, and

overlooked the brink of the tremendous precipice. There

was a flashing of lights on the calm waters beneath, and

in a few minutes a canoe emerged from the great cavern,

bearing three or four men, with lighted torches, which,

however, they extinguished as soon as they came into the

clear moonlight. He continued to mark them until they

were lost behind a projecting crag. He then turned, and

in removing his hand detached a pebble, which, falling

after a long pause into the sea, formed what is called by

the peasant children, who practise it in sport, " a dead

man's skull". It is formed when a stone is cast into

the water, so as to emit no spray, but cutting rapidly

and keenly through, in its descent, produces a gurgling

evolution, bearing a momentary resemblance to the

tables of a human skull. The sound ceased, and all

again was still and silent, with the exception of tho
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sound which the stirring of the waters made in the miglity

cavern beneath.

" I remember the time when that would have won a

button* for me ", said Moran, turning round. He at the

same instant felt his shoulder grasped with a tremendous

force. He looked quickly up, and beheld Yamon, his eyes

staring and wild with some frantic purpose, bending over

him. A half uttered exclamation of terror escaped him,

and he endeavoured to spring towards the path which led

from the place. The giant arm of Yamon, however,

intercepted him.
" Give me, cheat and plunderer that you are ", cried the

fisherman, while his limbs trembled with emotion, "give

me the money you robbed me of this night, or by the

great light that's looking down on us, I'll shake you to

pieces ".

" There, Yamon, there : you have my life in your

power—there is your money, and now—" He felt the

grasp of the fisherman tightening upon his throat. He
struggled, as a wretch might be expected to do, to whom
life was new and dear; but he was as a child in the gripe

of his enemy. There was a smothering shriek of entreaty

—a wild attempt to twine himself in the limbs and frame

of the murderer—and in the next instant he was hurled

over the brow of the cliff.

" Another ! another life !" said Yamon Dhu, as with

hands stretched out, and fingers spread, as though yet

in act to grasp, he looked out over the precipice. " The

water is still again—Ha ! who calls me ?—From the ca-

verns ?—No.—Above ?—Another life!—A deal of Chris-

tian's blood upon one man's soul !" and he rushed from the

place.

About eleven o'clock on the following morning (as fine

a day as could be), a young lad named Terry Mick (Terry,

• The practice of playing for budons is very commoa among the

peasant children.
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the son of ]\Iick, a species of patronymic very usual in

Ireland), entered, with considerable haste, the kitchen of

Mr. Morty Shannon, a gentleman farmer, besides being

coroner of the county, and as jolly a man as any in the

neighbourhood. Terry addressed a brief tale in the ear of

Aby Galaghar, Mr. Shannon's steward and fac-totum,

which induced the said Sandy to stretch his long, -vvell-

seasoned neck, from the chimney-corner, and directing his

A'oice towards the door of an inner room, which was

complimented with the appellation of a parlour, exclaimed

:

"Mr. Morty ! you're ca//?>?(7, sir".

"Who ami calling?" asked a rich, waggish voice, from

within.

"Mr. Sparling, the Palatine's boy, sir", replied Aby,
quite unconscious of the quid pj^o quo.

" Indeed ! More than 1 knew myself. "Walk in, TciTy ".

" Go in to him, Terry dear ", said Aby, resuming his

comfortable position in the chimney-corner, and fixing a

musing, contented eye upon a great cauldron of potatoes

that hung over the turf-fii-e, and on which the first sim-

mering froth, or wliite horse (as it is called in Irish

cottages), had begun to appear.

"The master sent me to you, sir", said Terry, opening

the door, and protruding an eye, and half a face intc the

sanctum sanctorum, " to know with his compliments "

But first, I should let you have the glimpse that Terry

got of the company within. The person to whom he

immediately addressed himself sat at one end of a small

deal table, on which were placed a jug of cold water, a

broken bowl, half filled with coarse brown sugar, and a

little jar, which, by the frequent changes of position it

underwent, seemed to contain the favourite article of the

three. Imagine to yourself a middle sized man, with stout,

well-set limbs, a short and thick head of iiair, an indented

foreiiead, eyes of a piercing gray, bright and sparkling, with

an expression between leer and satire, and a nose running ia



114 THE HAND AND WORD.

a curvilineal direction toward the mouth. Nature had, in the

first instance, given it a sinister inclination, and chance,

wishing to rectify tlie morals of the feature, had by tlic

agency of a black-thorn sticiv in the liands of a rebellious te-

nant, sent it again to the right. 'Twas kindly meant, as Mr.

Morty himself used to say, though not dexterously executed,

" The master's compliments, sir", continued Terry, " to

know if your honour would just step over to Kilkee,

where there has been a bad business this morning

—

Charlie Moran being lying dead, on the broad of his back,

at the house, over". ,

When I say that an expression of involuntary sa-

tisfaction, uhich he in vain endeavoured to conceal,

difl'uscd itself over the tortuous countenance of the

listener at this intelligence, it is necessary I should save

his character by reminding the reader that he was a

county coroner, and in addition to the four pounds which

he was to receive for the inquest, there was the chance of

an invitation to stay and dine with the Sparlings, people

whose mode of living Mr. Morty had before now tried

and approved.

"Come here, Terry, and take your morning", said he,

filling a glass of ardont spiiits, which the youth im-

mediately disposed of with a speed that showed a

sufhcient familiarity with its use, although some affec-

tation of mincing decency induced him to coloiu* the

delicious relish with a grimace and shrug of comical

dislike, as he replaced the glass on the table.

" E'then, that's good stuff, please your honour. Sure

I'd know the master's anywhere over the world. This is

some of the two year old, sir. 'Twas made the time ]\Ir.

Grady, the guager, was stationed below there, at the

white house—and faix, many a drop he tasted of it him-

self, in the master's barn".

*' And is the still so long at work, Terry ?"
,

" Oh, long life to yoa, sir,—aye is it and longer too
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The master has sech a 'cute way with him in managing

the still-hunters. Tis in vain fur people to inform: to

be sure, two or three tried it, but got notliing by it,

barring a good lacing at the next fair-day. IMr. Grady

used regidarly to send notice wlien he got an information,

to have him on his guard against he'd eome with the

army-—and they never found anything there, I'll be

your bail for it, more than what served to send *em

home as drunk as pipers, every mother's son. To be

sure, that Mr, Grady was a pleasant man, and well liked

wherever he came, among high and low, rich and poor,

although being a guager and a Protestant. I remember

mxkiiig him laugii hearty enough once. He asked me,

says he, as it might be funning :
' Terry', says he, ' I'm

very bad inwardly. How would you like to bo walking

after a guager's iimeral this morning ?' ' Why thin, Mr.

Grady', says I, 'I'd rather see a thousand of your religion

dead than yourself, and meaning no love for ?/om, neither'.

And poor man, he did laugh hearty, to be sure. He had

no pride in him—no pride, more than a child, had'nt Mr.

Grady. God's peace be with him wherever he is this day".

In a few minutes Mr. Shannon's blind marc was
saddled, and the head of the animal being directed

toward Kilkee, away went Terry, trotting by the coroner's

side, and shortening the road with his quaint talk. On
arriving at the Palatine's house, they found it crowded
with the inhabitants of the village. The fiury doctor of

the district sat near the door ; ids brown and weather*

beaten fiice wrapped in an extraordinary degree of mystery,

and his eyes fixed with the assumption of deep thought on
his twirling thumbs : in another part of the outer room
was the schoolmaster of the parish, discussing the

"crowner's quest law" to a circle of admiring listeners.

In the chimney-corner, on stools which were ranged for

the purpose, were congregated the "knowleclgable" womea
of the district. Two soldiers, detached from the nearest
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guard, were stationed at the door, and at a little distance

li'om them, seated at a table, and basking in the morning
sunsliine, might be seen a number of fishermen and otliers,

all deeply engaged in converse upon the occurrence which
had summoned them together. One of them was la the

act of speaking when the coroner arrived :

—

*' We had been drawing the little canoe up hai-d hy tho

cavern, seeing would we be the first to be in upon the

seals when the hunt would begin, when I see a black thing

lying on the shore among the sea-weed, about forty yards

or upwards from the rock where I stood; and 'tisnt itself

I see first, either, only two sea-gulls, and one of 'em

perched upon it, while the other /cep wheeling round

above it, and screaming as nait'rel as a christen ; and so

I ran down to Phil, here, and says I :
' Tliere's minder

down upon the rocks, let us have it in from the fishes '.

So we brought it ashore. 'Twas pale and stiff, but there

was no great h-arm dune to it, strange to say, in regard

of the great rocks, and the place. \\ e knew poor Moran's

fiice, and we said nothing to one another, only wrapt the

spritsail about it, and had it up here to Mr. Sparling's

(being handier to us thau his own mother's), where we
told our story ".

Passing into the house, Mr. Morty Shannon was
received with all the respect due to his exalted station.

The wum.n curt^ied low, and the men raided their hands

to their foreheads with that courteous action which is

familiar to all, even the most unenlightened of the pea-

santry of the south of Ireland. The mastei of the mansion,

a comfortable-looking farmer-like sort of person, rose from

his scat near the hearth, and greeted the man of ofiice

with an air of greater familiarity, yet with a reserve

becoming the occasion. As the dour of an inner apartment

stood open, Mr. Shannon cuuld see the corjiso of the

mindercd man laid out on a table near the window. Close

to the head stood the mother of the dead, hanging over
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the corpse in silent grief, swaying herself backward and

forward with a gentle motion, and Avringing her hands

;

yet with so noiseless an action, that the })rofound silence of

the room was never broken. On the cpposite side, her

fine head resting against the bier—her white, wan fingers

wreatlicd together in earnest prayer above the body,

while a half-stifled sob occasionally shook her delicate frame
•—and her long and cnrling tresses fjll in flaxen masses

over the bosom of the murdered, knelt Moran's betrothed

love, Ellen Sparling. As she prayed, a sudden thought

seemed to rush upon her, she raised her head, took from

her bosom a light green ribbon, and kissing it fervently

and repeatedly, she folded and placed it in that of the

murdered youth, after which she resumed her kneeling

posture. There are few, I believe, who have lived among
scones of human suffering to so little purpose as not to be

aware, that it is not the heaviness of a particular calamity,

nor the violence of the sorrow which it produces, that is

at any time most powerful in awakening the commiseration

of an uninterested spectator. Thecapability ofdeep feeling

may be more or less a property of all hearts, but the

power of communicating it is a gift possessed by few.

The murmur of a bruised heart, the faint sigh of a broken

spirit, Avill often stir and thrill through all the strings of

sympathy, while the frantic ravings of a wilder, though

not less real woe, shall fail to excite any other sensatiun

than that of pain and uneasiness. Perhaps it may be, that

the selfishness of our nature is such, that we are alarmed

and put on our guard, in proportion to the violence

of the appeal which is made to us, and must be taken by
surprise, before our benevolent emotions can be awakened.
However all this might be, being no philosopher, 1 can

only state the fact, that Mr. Morty Shannon, who had
witnessed many a scene of frantic agony without ex-

periencing any other feeling than that of impatience,

was moved, even to a forget fulness of his oflice, hy tho
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quiet, unobtrusive grief which he witnessed on entering

this apartment.

It was the custom in those days, and is still the custom

in most parts of Ireland, where any person is supposed to

have "come by his end" unfairly, that all the inhabitants

of his parish, or district, particularly those who, from any
previous circumstances, may be rendered at all liable to

suspicion, shall meet together and undergo a kind of ordeal,

by toucliing the corpse, each in his turn. Among a super-

stitious people, such a regulation as this, simple though

it was, had been frequently successful in betia}Ing the

guilty conscience; and it was a current belief among the

peasantry, that in many instances where the perpetrator of

the horrid deed possessed strength of mind or callousness

of heart sufficient to subdue all appearance of emotion in

the moment cf trial, some miraculous change in the corpse

itself had been known to indicate the evil doer. At a!*

events, there was a degree of solemnity and importance at-

tached to the test, Avhich invested it with a strong interest

in tiie minds of the multitude.

Suspicion was not idle on this occasion. The occurrences

of the previous evening at the widow's house, and the loss

there sustained by Yamon, contributed in no slight degree

to fix the attention of the majority upon him. It did not

pass Avithout remark, neither, that he had not yet made
his appearance at Mr. Sparling's house. Many \vild tales,

moreover, were afloat respecting Ellen Sparling, who had on

that morning, before sunrise, been seen by a fish jolter, who
was driving iiis mule loaded with fish along the road towards

Kilrush, returning across the hills towards her father's house,

more like a mad woman than a sober Christian. Befure wo
proceed further in our tale, it is necessary we should say

something of tlie circumstances which led to this appearance.

W hen Ellen received the token on the previous evening

from young Moran's messenger, she tied her light chec-

quered straw bonnet under her chin, and stole out by a
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back entrancp, with a beatin;^ and anxious heart, to the

appointed rendezvous. The old ruined house which had

been named to her, was situated at the distance of a mile

from lier fatlicr's, and was at present tenanted only by an

aged herdsman in his cinploymont. Not fmding I\Ioran

yet arrived, although the sun was already in the west, she

sent the old man away on some pretext, and took Iiia

place in the little rush-bottomed chair by the fire-side.

Two hours of a calm and silent evening had already passed

away, and yet he came not. "Wearied with the long

expectation, and by the tumult of thoughts and feelings

which agitated her, she arose, walked to a short distance

from the cottage, and sitting on a little knoll in the

vicinity, which commanded a wide prospect of the sen,

she continued to await his arrival, now and then gazing in

the direction of the cliffs by which the messenger told her

he was to pass. No object, however, met her eye on that

path, and no sound came to her ear but the loud, full-

tolied, and plaintive whistle of the ploughman, as he

guided his horses over a solitary piece of stubble-ground,

lightening his own and their labour by the wild modulations

of the Keen-tlie-caicn, or death-wail; the effect of which,

though it had often delighted her under other circumstances,

fell now with an oppressive influence upon her spirits.

Night fell at length, and she returned to the old house.

As she reached the neglected haggart on the approach,

a light breeze sprang up inland, and rustling in the

thatch of the ruined ont-houses, startled her by its sud-

denness, almost as much as if it had been a living voice.

She looked up an instant, drew her handkerchief closer

around her neck, and hurried on towards the door. It

might be he had arrived by anotlier path during her

absence! High as her heart bounded at the suggestion,

it sunk in proportion as she lifted the latch, and entered

the deserted room. The turf-embers were almost expiring

on the hearth, and all was dark, cold, saddening, and
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comfortless. She felt vexccl at the absence of the old ser-

vant, and regretted the caution which induced her to get rid

of him. Amid all the intensity of her fondness, too, sho

could not check a feeling of displeasure at the apparent

Avant of ardour on the part of her lover. It had an almost

slighting look ; she determined she would make it evident

in her manner on his arrival. In the next moment the

fancied sound of a footstep made her spring from her seat,

and extend her arms in a perfect oblivion of all her steru

resolutions. Quite beateu down in heart by constant dis-

appoiatm^nts, and made nervous and feverish by anxiety,

the most feaiftd suggestions began now to take place

of her pettishness and ill-humour. She was alarmed fur

his safety. It was a long time since he had trod the path

over the cliffs. The possibility that here rushed upon her,

made her cover her face with her hands, and bend forward

in her chair in an agony of terror.

^Midnight now came on. A short and heavy breathing

at the door, as she supposed, startled her as she bent over

the flame which she kept alive by placing fresh so<ls on the

embers. She rose and went to the door. A large New-
foundland dog of her father's bounded by her as she

qiened it, and testified by the wildest gambols about the

kitchen, the delight he felt in meeting her so unexpectedly,

at such an hour, and so far from her home. She patted the

faithful animal on the head, and felt restored in spidts by

the presence even of this uncommunicative acquaintance.

The sagacious servant had evidently traced her to the

ruin by the fineness of its sense, and seemed overjoyed at

the verilication of his diagnostic. At length, after having

sufhciently indulged the excitement of the moment, he

took post befoie the fire, and after divers indecisive

evolutions, he coiled himself up at her feet and slept. The

maiden herself in a short time imitated the example.

The startling suggestions that had been crowding on

Lcr in her w aking mumeuts, now began to shape them-

I
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selves in vivid and fearful visions to her sleeping fancy.

As she lay back in lier cliair, her eyes not so entirely

closed as to exclude the "lengthening rays" of tiie de-

caying fire before them, slie became unaccountably op-

pressed by the sense of a person sitiing close at her side.

Tliere was a hissing, as if of water falling on the embers

just before the figure, and after a great effort she fancied

that she could turn so fjxr round as to recognise the face

of her lover, pale, cold, with the long dark hair hanging

drearily at each side, and as she supposed, dripping with

nioistui'e. Slie strove to move, but was perfectly unable

to do so, and the figure continued to approach her, until

at length, placing his chilling face so close to her cheek,

that slie thought she felt the damp upon her neck, he said

geritly: "Ellen, I have kept my hand and word: living, I

Avould have done it ; dead, 1 am permitted". At this

moment a low grumbling bark from the dog Minos awoke
her, and she started from her seat, in a state of ner-

vousness which for a short time prevented a full con-

viction of the non-exi^tence of the vision that had o))-

pressed her slumber. The dog was sitting erect, and
gazing with crouched head, fixed eyes, and lips upturned

in tlic expression of canine fear, toward the door. Ellen

listened attentively for a few minutes, and a gentle

knocking was heard. Slie recognised too, or thought she

recognised, a voice precisely similar to that of the figure

in her dream, which pronounced her name with the

gentlest tone in the world. \Vhat surprised her most,

was that Minos, instead of starting fiercely up as was his

wont on hearing an unusual sound at night, cowed, whim-
pered, and slunk back into the chimney-corner. Not in

the least doubting that it was her lover, she rose and
opened the door. The vividness of her dream, b( ing yet

fresh upon her, and perh.ips the certainty she felt of seeing

him, made her imagine for the instant tliat she beheld the

same figure standing before her. It was but for an
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instant, however ; on looking a second time, there was no

person to be seen. An overwhelming sensation of terror

now rushed upon her, and slie fled from the place with tlio

rapidity of madness. In a state half-frantic, half-fainting,

she reached her father's house, and flung herself on her bed,

where the news of ^loran's death reached hor next morning.

To return, however, to the present position of our tale.

A certain number of the guests were now summoned into

the room where the body lay, and all things were prepared

for the ordeal. At a table near the window, with writing

materials before him, was placed the worthy coroner,

together with the lieutenant of the guard at the light-

house, who had arrived a few minutes before. Mr.

Sparling stood close by them, his face made up into an ex-

pression of wise abstraction, his hands thrust into his

breeches pockets, and jingling some half-pence which they

contained. The betrothed lover of-the murdered man had

arisen from her knees, and put on a completely altered

manner. She now stood in silence, and with tearless eyes,

at the head flf the bier, gazing with an earnestness of pur-

pose, which might have troubled the carriage even of diffi-

dent innocence itself, into the face of every one who ap-

proached to touch the body. Having been aware of the sus-

picions afloat against Yamon, and the grounds for those

suspicions, she expected witii impatience the arrival of that

person.

He entered at length. All eyes were instantly turned

on him. There was nothing unusual in the manner or ap-

pearance of the man. He glanced round the room,

nodded to a few, touched his forehead to the coroner and

t'lie lieutenant, and then walking firmly and coolly to the

centre of the apartment, awaited his turn for the trial. A
very close observer might have detected a quivering and

wincing of the eyelid, as he looked toward Ellen

Sparling, but it was only momentary, and he did not

glance in that du-ection a second time.
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"Isn't that droll,* Shawn?" whispered Teiry in the car

of the fiiiry doctor, who stood near him. The latter did

not deem it convenient to answer in words, but he cam-

pressed his lips, contracted his brows, and threw an

additi .<nal portion of empty wisdom into his physio;i;nomy.

" E'then", continued Terry, '" only mark Tim Fuuloo

going to touch the dead corpse all a' one any body would

sispect him to be taking the life of a chicken, the lahu-

midhaw/i" (half-natural), as a foolish looking, open-

mouthed, open-eyed young booby advanced in his turn in

a slow waddling gait to the corpse, and passing his hand

over the face, retired with a stare of comic stupidity,

which, notwithstanding the awful occasion, provoked a

smile from many of the spectators.

Yaraon.was the last person who approached the corpse.

From the moment he entered, tiie eye of Ellen Sparling

had never been withdrawn from him for an instant,

and its expression now became vivid and intense. lie

walked to the place, however, with much indifference, and

passed liis hand slowly and repeatedly over the cheek and

brow of the dead man. Many a head was thrust forward,

as if in expectation that the inanimate lump of clay mi-ht

etir beneath the feeler's touch. But no miracle took pLue,

and they gazed on one another in silence as he slowly

turned away, and folding his arms, resumed his pla;c in

the centre of the apartment.
" Well, Mr. Sparling", said his worship the coroner, " here

is so much time lost : had we begun to take evidence at once,

the business would be nearly at an cud by this time ".

The old Palatine was about to reply, when their

conversation was interrupted by an exclamation of surprise

from Ellen Sparling. Turning quickly round, they beheld

her with one of the clenched huids of the corpse between

hers, gazing on it in stirless amazement. Between the

* '• Dioll", in Ireland, means simplj', la'lruLr.iinarr, and dues not

necesiarily excite a comic associatiou.
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dead -Stiff fingers appeared something of a bluish colour
sliglitly protruded. Using tlie utmost strength of which
tihe was mistress, Ellen forced open the hand, and took
from it a small part of tlie lappel of a coat, with a button
attached. And letting the hand fall, she rushed through
the crowd, putting all aside Avithout looking at one, umil
ehe stood before Yamon. A glance was snfBcient. In
the death-struggle, the unhappy Moi-an had torn away
this portion of his murderer's dress, and the rent was
visible at the moment.

^

" The murderer
! blood for blood !" shrieked the frantic

girl, grasping his garment, and looking almost delirious
with passion. All was confusion and uproar. Yamon
darted one fierce glance around, and sprung toward the
open door, but Ellen Sparling still clung as with a
drowning grasp to her hold. He put forth the utmost of
his giant strength to detach himself from her, but in
vain. All his cHorts seemed only to increase her stren"-th,
Mhile they diminished his own. At last he bethought him of
his fishing-knife; he plucked it from his belt and buried it

in her bosom. The unfortunate girl relaxed her iiold,

reeled, and fell on the coipse of her lover, while Yamon
bounded to the door. Poor Terry crossed his way, but
one blow laid him sprawling senseless on the earth, and no
one cared to tempt a second. The rifles of the guard
wore discharged after him, as he darted over the sand-
hills

;
but just before the triggers were pulled, his foot

trii)ped against a loose stone, he fell, and the circumstance
perhaps saved his life (at least the marksmen said so).
He was again in rajiid flight before the smoke cleared awjiy.

" ShuU! Shuill* The s;;n 1 hills ! the clifts !" was now
the general shout, and the chase immediately commenced.
Many minutes elapsed ere they arrived at the cliffs, and
half a dozen only of the most nimble-footed just reached
the spot in time to u itness the last desperate resource of

• Come ! Come

!
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t])e innrderer. He stood and looked over his shoulder fur

an instant, then iu>liing to the verge of ihe clitt", where it

vvallt'd in the land to a height of forty feet, he waved his

hand to his pursners, and cast himself into the sea.

The general opinion was that he had perished, but

tliere was no trace ever seen that could make such a con-

summation certain. The body was never found, and it

was suspected l>y a few, that, incredible as the story might
appear, he had survived the leap, and gained the httle

rocky island opposite.

The few who returned at dusk to Mr. Sparling's house,

found it the abode of sorrow, of silence, and of death.

Even the voice of the hired keener was not called in on
this occasion to mock the real grief that sat on every

brow and in every heart. The lovers were waked to«

gether, and buried in the same grave; at Kilfiehera.



THE BARBER OF BANTRY.

criAriER I.

There is a small river wliicli, rising amid the wildest ana
Feast cultivated upland of the county of Limerick in

Ireland, pursues its lonesome course amid heath and bog,

by cliff and quarry, through scenery of the bleakest and

yet the most varied kinds, until it discharges its dis-

coloured waters into the bosom of the Lower Shannon.

Now gliding, deep and narrow, through some heathy

jilain, it presents a surfitce no wider than a meaduw
streamlet, and, like placid characters in the world, in-

dicating its depth by its tranquillity ; anon, it falls in one

white and foamy volume over the brow of some
precipitous crag, at the foot of which it dilates into a

pool of tolerable extent. Further down it may be traced

through the intricacies of a stunted wood, now babbling

in one broad sheet over the limestone shallow ; now
rolling silent, deep, and dark, beneath the overhanging

brier and hazel bushes that fling their tangled folinge

across the waters from the indented bank. In another

place, it may be found dashing noisily from ledge to ledge

of some opposing mass of limestone, or pursuing its swit't

and gurgling course along the base of a ]>erpendicnlar clift",

until, as it a]>proaehes the niiuhty ri\er in \\hicli its waters

are received, it acquin-s surf;ioe and depth suthcieiit to

float the fisher's skill', and the small cot or lighter that

conveys a lading of marl or sea-weed to manure the little
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potato garden of the humble agriciilturlst upon its banks.

Nor even in this dreary region is the wild streamlet wholly

destitute of animated figures to give a quickening interest

to the general loneliness of the scenery along its side.

The neighbouring cottager " snares" for pike and salmon

in its shallows ; the cabin housewife beetles her linen in

the summer evening on its banks, and the barefoot and

bareheaded nrchin, standing or sitting by the side of an

overhanging ash or elder, drops his pin-hook baited with

an earthworm into the deep and shaded corner which he

knows by profitable experience to be the favourite haunt

of the eel and trout ; and in which it may be said, in

passing, his simple apparatus is often as destructive as all

the erudite machinery of Izaak Walton and his disciples.

In the summer season the appearance of this little river

is such as we have described. In the winter, however,

after the great rains, common in mountain scenery, have

set in, the shallow bed of the stream is often filled, in the

course of a few minutes, with a body of water, collected

from the heights around its source, that presents a

formidable contrast to the usually placid tenor of its course.

It is then seen roaring and foaming along in one huge,

yellow flood, inundating not unfrequently the cottages and

hamlets near its banks, and carrying dismay and death

among pigs, poultry, and other anti-aquatic animals, who
happen to stray within reach of its overflowing current,

and sometimes even placing life in jeopardy.

Not far from the banks of the river, and commanding a

full prospect of its windings thnaigii a varied and exten-

eive, though wild and thinly populated landscape, may be

seen at this day the walls of a roofless mansion, which

bi'urs in its decay the marks of having been once inhabited

by persons somewhat superior in rank to the "strong

firmeia" who, with few exceptions, constitute at present

the sole aristocracy of the district. The style of the mason-

work (the sounding term architecture would be somewhat
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misapplied to so simple an edifice) refers tlio date of its

erection, and indeed correctly, to tlie beginning of the last

centuiy. The small windo\\s are nearly square, and deep

set in the massy stonework, while the lofty gables, com-

prising more than half the height of the whole building,

present, wlicn viewed from the end, an angle almost as

acute as that of a wedge. Around, in a still more dilapi-

dated condition than the dwelling-house, may be traced

the ruins of numerous out-ofBces, the otable, the cow-house,

the turf-house, the piggery, the fowl-house, and even (a

contrast to the present poverty of the surrounding country)

the coach-house. At a little distance, the urchins of the

neighbourhood point out the remains of earthen fences, not

much more distinct than the immortal Roman entrenchment

of Monkbarns, as all that is left of what was once the

kitchen and flower-garden. Polyanthuses, almost dwindled

into primroses, bachelors'-buttons impoverished both in

size and colour, and a gooseberry or currant bush, choked

up in furze, furnish corroborative testimony to the tradi-

tion. The neighbouring peasantry still preserve the history

of the building fiom its earliest foundation, as well as of

its successive owners, who were persons of no little noto-

riety in their time.

In the beginning of the last century, the tract of land

on which the ruin stands was purchased by a certain Mr.

Patrick Moynchan (more commonly known by the familiar

diminutive Paddy Munehan, or Paddy the Lad). As,

although respectably descended, Mr. Moynehan was not

heir to any property whatever, and as his subsequent

habits did not furnish any indications of that thrift which

Shylock tells us,

" Is blessing, if men steal it not",

there was very general whispering, and great perplexity as

to how Paddy Moynehan could have acquired the means

of purchasing an estata^ and building a handsome hoa?e.
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As the stones circulated upon the subject were niimerons,

and cliaiactciistic botli of the place and period, we •will

venture to relate a few.

It was said by some, that on an occasion, when yet a

young man, Pat Moynelian went to attend the " berrin
"

of a friend. Wliile the remainder of the crowd were occu-

pied at their devotions in the place of death, young Moy-
nehan, little impressed by the solemnity of the scene before

him, rambled about among the graves, " funning" and
amusing himself, and paying little attention to the severe

glances that were occasionally directed towards him from

the kneeling crowd. On one occasion, it happened tiiat he

found, placed upon the corner of a monument, a bleached

skull, the eyeless sockets directed towards him, and seeming

to convey a more terrible rebuke than ever could have

proceeded from the eyes that once moved within their

orbits. Moynelian, however, was nothing checked in his

career of mirth.

" Look there!" he said, pointing out the skull to a com-
panion, who in vain endeavoured to repress his unsea-

sonable levity, "much as you think of yourself, that was
once as fine a man as you are, and you'll have as ugly a

grin upon your own face yet ; he was just as good a

gentleman, and as devout a Christian". 'I'hen turning to

the skull, and taking oft' his hat with an air of mock
politeness, he added :

" I am happy, sir, to have the

pleasure of making your acquaintance, and will feel obliged

by your giving me the honour of your company at breakfast

next Sunday". And oft' he turned with another bow of

mock respect, and left the churchyard with his companion.

Before breakfast hour on the following Sunday (the

legend still continues), young Moynelian went out to speak

with a neighbour ; while he was absent, and w hile the

servant girl was occupied in preparing breakfast, the door

was opened from without, and " a big man" entered. IIo

did not say '* God save you", nor *' God bless you"', as he
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came in, and walked silently to a chair that stood near the

fire, and took his scat without speaking. His singular

conduct was but the counterpart of his appearance. His

dress was that of a gentleman, and rich, but so frotesque

hi form, and strange in material, that it was impossible to

decide on the rank or country of the wearer. A high

standing collar, a flowered silk waistcoat, ruffles at the

wrists, a handsome pair of plush under garments, with

golden knee-buckles, and silver ones of an enormous size

across tlie insteps of his square-toed shoes ; these, together

with a well-powdered head of hair, brusiied backward and

gathered beliind into a handsome queue, a cocked hat,

which he carried under his arm, and a slender rapier by

his side, constituted the chief portion of that costume

which looked so perplexing in the eyes of the mountain

handmaiden. With all this, there was in the expression

of his eyes, and in the mechanical regularity of. his move-
ments, an air of she knew not what, that cliilled the spirit

of the young woman, and left her scarce the power to ask

his business. Being, however, naturally of a free and

hearty disposition, she did not suffer herself to be altogether

daunted, but said, in a laughing manner, and after waiting

a considerable time to hear him speak

:

" Why, then, sir, arn't you a droll gentleman, to walk

into a house in that kind o* way, an' sate yourself without

savin' a ha'p'orth ?"

The stranger looked fixedly at her. " It is a law where

I come from", says he, " that none of us shall speak until

we ai'c spoken to ; and if the same law prevailed among
people I know here, there are many of their friends that

would have reason to be glad of it. But where's the man
o' the house ? isn't it a shame for him to ask a gen-

tleman to breakfast Avith him, and not to be at home
before him ?''

Willie he w\Ts speaking, Moynchan entered.

" Isn't it a burning shame for you", said the stranger,



THE BARBER OF BANTRT. 161

iu a loud voice, " to ask a gentleman to breakfast with

you, and not to be at home before him ?"

" Me ask you to breakfast !" exclaimed the astonished

Moynehan ;
" I never laid eyes ou you before ; but you

are as welcome as if you got fifty invitations".

" Indeed, but you did ask me", said the stranger,

" and I'll tell you where, too" ;—and stooping over towards

him, he whispered in his ear.

The instant Moynehan heard the whisper, he fell in a

death-like faint upon the floor. The stranger shoAved not

the least concern, nor made any effort to relieve him, but

waited with the utmost indifference nntil he should revive.

AVhile he was yet insensible, the girl, standing in awe of

this mysterious guest, requested him to sit down to

breakfast.

" No, no", he answered ;
" I can eat nothing until

your master sits with me ; it was with him I came to

breakfost".

When Moynehan came to himself, understanding from

the girl what the stranger had said, he repeated the invi-

tation, which was immediately accepted, and both sat

down together. The,effect of the fir&t shock having passed

away, Moynehan made up his mind to perform the part of

host with true Irish hospitality. He laughed, talked,

jested, told his best stories, shook his guest by both hands
together, and protested that he was as welcome " as a rose

in June". He ordered the freshest eggs, and fried tho

richest bacon, and treated the stranger with the most pei*-

fect hospitality.

They had scarcely done breakfast, when a bell was
heard ringing at a distance.

" What's that bell i" asked the stranger, in a sharp

tone.

"Oh, it's nothing", said Mojnehan, with a careless air;
" only the bell for chapel".

The stranger said nothing, but looked very serious. At
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length, rising from his chair, he addressed his host as

follows :

—

" You're an honest fellow, after all, and yon may thank

yonr hearty, hospitable conduct that I do not make yoii

snfier severely for the trouble yon gave nie by 3-our invi-

tation ; however, you must r.ot say that yon gave your

breakfast for nothing. Meet me this evening by the chlir

tree near the river side, and you shall hear something that

you will thank me for".

Moynehan kept the appointment, and those who gave

credit to the story (and they conii)rised no small portion

of the inhabitants of the surrounding cottages) asserted

that (luring their evening conference, his unearthly visitor

revealed to him a quantity of hidden treasure in a neigh-

bouiiiig ruin, more than sufficient to warrant the expensive

style ill which he soon began to live; others, while they

admitted the truth of the greater portion of the story,

denied that there was anything supernatural in the case.

They asserted that the A\hole was a hoax played upon

Moynehan, by a young man. a stranger in the place, who
observed his conduct at the funeral, and availed hiirself

of the mock invitation which ho overheard, to read the

wag a lesson, and to help himself to a comfortable break-

fast. It was certain, indeed, that Moynehan himself never

liked to have the story alluded to in his hearing, but this

ciicumstance was urged, by the advocates of the won-

derful, as evidence in favour of their own version of the

tale. Those ^\ho contended for the common-place, were

ill the habit of accounting for Moynelian's great accession

of wealth by other than supernatural n:eans. He had

become engaged, they said, in common with many other

persons in his time, in a species of commeice which is

viewed with a jcidous eye by all governments; and by his

share in the disposal of two or three cargoes of tobacco

and other expensive luxuries, had amassed money enough

to rest ou his oars for all his after life.
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Other persons gave a different acconnt of the manner in

which Moynchaii obtained his riches. This party seemed

inclined to strike a medium bct\\een the supernatural and

tiie common-place. Moynehan, they said, rented two or

three small farms nearly adjoining that tract of mountain-

land which subsequently became his estate. Neither

providence nor settled and regular industry were amongst

the qualities for which he was most remarkable. A man
whose sole income was derived from his share in the

profits of those small farm?, he still maintained a style of

living not surpassed by many Avho could boast of fee-

simple patrimonies to support and palliate such ex-

travagance. He kept a pack of hounds and a huntsman,

and gave jovial entertainments to such of the neighbouring

gentry as would condescend to accept his hospitality. His

house was ever open ; a family piper lent his music to tlie

dance of ruin ; there was nobody who did not look upon

Moynehan as a paragon of good fellows, except his land-

lord, and even he could scarcely find it in his heart to

proceed to extremities with a person of so much spirit and

goodnature. It is the fate of most goodnatured spend-

thrifts, however, to tire out in the end the forbearance of

even their most fuiboaving friends, and Moynehan formed

no exception to the general rule. After running six years

in arrear of rent, he was thunderstruck by the intelligence

that Sir David Hartigan was on the eve of visiting his

property in the county, and of course would not leave Mr.
Patrick Moynehan without a call. This Avas the signal

for consternation. Ejectments and executions floated

before the eyes of Moynehan ; and before he could culleet

even a moderate portion of the anear hist due, the baronet

was on his way to his estate. It was (no uncommon case

with Irish landowners, even at that period of home
legislation) the first visit he had ever made to Ids ])aternal

inheritance, and of this circumstance Moynehan detennined

to take advautage for his security. lie called the tenants
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together, and harangued them in the most earnest manner
on tlie propriety of giving their landlord a suitable

reception.
'• 1 need not tell jou all", he said, " that Sir David has

been a good landlord to us all—[hurra! hurra!] a man
that gives the poor man time for his money— [Inura!]—
that never yet distressed* a tenant for his rent, nor bore

hard on those that he knew to be well incliiied if they had
the means— [hurra! hurra!]—very well then, lads; you
will remember that this is the first time he has ever shown
himself amongst his tenants, and let us take care that he

has no cause to complain of his reception".

A new volley of cordial " hurras " announced the ac-

quiescence of the assembled tenants in this agreeable pro-

posal, and preparations were immediately set on foot for

receiving the baronet in the most splendid style. The
demesnes and lawns of the small gentry within five miles

round, were stripped of their fairest poplars and mountain

ash, in order to form triumphal arches along the road

which led to the village of * * * * *, where the great man
was to reside daring his stay. Hardy would have been

the owner of a tapering fir or larch, who had dared to

murmur at seeing his grounds invaded, and the pride of

his shrubbery laid low for this festive purpose. The

mothers, wives, and sisters of the cottiers lent their bright

coloured shawls, ribands, and handkerchiefs, to flutter

amid the fuliage, and add new gaiety to the scene. There

was one article of holiday splendour in which there was no

stint. A great portion of Sir David's estate consisting of

excellent bog, tliere Mas no lack of material for bonfires.

Accordingly, at every cross road within lialf a mile round,

and ahuDst at every second cabin in the village itself, tht-re

was a pile of turf and bogwood, the contribution of

the surrounding tenantry, ready for the torch the instant

the carriage of the mountain sovereign should appeal'.

* DistraihjJ.
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But what exceeded all besiile, was the zeal exhibited by
Mr. Patrick Moynehan himself, the Instigator, in a great

degree, of the whole proceeding, and who was moved to

It, partly by real good-will towards his landlord, and in

part by certain undefined hopes and impulses, which we
will leave the knavish reader to divine. Before his door,

upon the bare and level green, was piled a circle of turf,

in the midst of which was suspended by machinery, which

had taxed the ingenuity of the whole district, a prime ox,

intended to be roasted whole. Besides this, were the

lesser fires, at which pigs, turkeys, geese, and other

inferior animals of culinary celebrity were prepared, each

by the persons who had contributed both fire and meat.

Above the gateway which led to this gala spot, was
suspended a painted board, surrounded by green boughs,

with, of course, what other inscription than " Cead millia

faltha", executed in the best manner that the village could

afford.

The day at length arrived, and the great man came. In

consequence of his continual absenteeism, he had certain

misgivings with respect to his popularity amongst his own
tenantry, which made hini wholly unprepared for the en-

thusiastic reception with which he was now honoured.

Within half a mile of the village, he was met by a pro-

digious multitude of people, of both sexes, and of all

ages, shouting, laughing, and capering for joy. Flutes,

fiddles, bagpipes, and, in lieu of these, tin cans, dildorns,

and every other implement from which any sound could bo

extracted that might bring the idea of music to the mind
of the rudest hearer, added their obstreperous harmony to

the general uproar. AViiat need to pen our way through

all the glories of the feast that followed ? Some idea may
be formed of the enjoyment of the worthy baronet (who
was amazingly fat), when we mention tliat he was placed

from noon to evening of a broiling day in June, in tho

centre of between thirty and forty huge fires, the smoke of
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which, sctth'ng low, in consequence of the calm and the

tenuity of the moiiiitain air, had weir'nigh stifled him ; that

in addition to tliis, he had to dance (according to in-

dispensable custom) with almost all the young women ia

the place; besides other duties of courtesy, so opiiressivc,

that he was afterwards heard to declare, that he had

almost as lief be a king, and go through all the labour of

a levee or draAving-room, as to spend such another day at
*****. In addition to this, when it is remembered that

the gales were thrown open, and free admission given to

all travellers, comprising the numerous beggars, whom the

foregone fame of the feast had drawn together from the

distant parishes, it must be acknowledged that the situation

of the excellent Baronet was truly enviable. At all

events, he could not choose but feel the deepest gratitude

to Mr. Moynehan, at whose house he spent the ensuing

fortnight. The latter, however, seemed to think the glory

sufficient for his landlord, for by some means or other Sir

David never could find an opportunity of engaging him in

any serious conversation on the subject of his rent. If

he spoke of money, Moynehan talked of woodcocks,— if

he mentioned arrears, Moynehan could show him the

prettiest fly-fishing in Ireland,—or he had a present of

gray-hounds of the genuine old Irish stock,—known
relati\es of those that were presented by Sir Somebody to

the Great Mogul,— or he insisted on his accepting a

beautiful mare of the most unblemished pedigree,— any-

thing—everything he was ready to furnish him with

except the needful. And the issue was, that Sir David

returned to Dublin, looking upon Moynehan as one of iho

most generous fellows and the most impracticable tenants

in the world.

However, such a state of things could not continue.

Year followed year, threat came on threat, and ruin

showed her hideous countenance at length in the sliapo

of a formal ejectment from his holding. He migiit stilJ
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(snch were the times) have set the law at bay, and

niainlainccl possession for some years longer at least ; but

this he would not do. He must give up his farm, and the

thought filled him with the deepest melancholy. At table,

the huntsman cracked his joke in vain (for the huntsman,

it should be understood, was a man of sufficient importance

to occupy a small side table in the common dining room,

and after dinner to take his seat by the ample fireside).

It signified little that it was the same irresistible joke, or

the same aduiirable anecdote which had shook his sides with

laughter regularly once a day for half a score years before.

He now listened to it with a vacant eye, and a countenance

that plainly showed how far his thoughts were out of

hearing.

What was to be done? Was he to bid farewell to his

numerous domestics, and to tell his huntsman that he was to

hunt no more for him, and to sell or give away the hounds,

and to resign his flics and fishing-tackle, and to watch no

more the beautiful motion of his grayhounds as they shot

like ghosts across the mountain heath in March? The
thought was dreadfid. He wandered like a solitary

being by the river side, and along the hedges which en-

closed his lawn and paddock, and seemed to feel aUeady the

])ressure of the abject poverty to which he must soon be

reduced.

Amid all the faults which he now so bitterly regretted,

ff not for a better motive, yet for the ruin they had brought

upon iiimsclf, there was one feature in his past conduct

wliich he called to mind with pleasure. He never in a

single instance had refused assistance to a fellow-creature

in distress. No matter who the individual, hoAV inditferent

the character, or what his own circumstances at the

nionicnt, he never had withheld his aid where it was
wanted. No consideration of inconvenience to himself,

no diead of theft or lack of means in his own household,

prevented his affording to every individual, without ex-



168 TUE BARRER OF BANTRT.

ception, h'l^h or low, great or little, who chose to apply

for It, a comfortable dinner and a night's lodging beneath

his roof. This indiscriminate charity, it is said, was not

wholly in accordance with the views of Mrs. Moynehan,

whose wardrobe and fowl-house had often suffered for her

husband's hospitality, but he would hear nothing of her

complaints. Giving was with him the easiest of all duties,

and as there were some others to which he did not

attend so closely, he seemed determined to practise this

in its perfection. The greater the loss and the greater

the inconvenience, he thought the greater the merit also

;

and he had an idea, that what is bestowed in this way is

not lost, but that merciful actions, beyond all others

whatsoever, buoy up the spirit at the hour of death and

after.

In his arguments with Mrs. ]\roynehan upon this subject,

he was in the habit of relating an anecdote for her

edification, which we will transcribe for that of the reader,

*' There were two brothers, twin-brothers ", he said,

" who were so fervently attached, that each made the

other promise, in case he should die first, to return, if

possible, and let the survivor know how he had fared iu

'That undiscovered country from whose bourne

No traveller returns'.

Both, however, had pa-jscd the meridian of life without

meeting any serious illness, and both forgot a compact;

which they had made in their youth, and which was blotted

from their memory by the cares of manhood and the new
engagements in which matrimony had involved them. Oa
a sudden one of them was stunned by the intelligence

that his brother had died of that species of brain fever

called a coup de soleil. The news filled him with grief.

In the evening he walked out to indulge his sorrow in a

neighbouring church-yard, and to relieve his mind by

prayer. While thus occupied, an oppressive sense of some
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extraordinary presence fell npon his mind. He looked

up—his brother stood before him. His first feeling was an

einotion of ecstacy at the thought that the rumour of his

brotliet's death was false, and he ran to cast himself upon

his neclc. But as he proceeded, the other retired, and

always, to his extreme astonishment, preserved exactly

the same distance at which he had at first beheld him.

"'Why do you not speak to me?' said the surviving

brother ; ' they told me you were dead, and that we should

meet no more'.

"'Brother', said the figure, in an unearthly voice, 'do

you forget the agreement which we made near this spot

exactly twenty-five years since ?'

"The hearer instantly understood the whole, and that

it was his brother's shade which he beheld. He trembled,

and a cold moisture settled on his forehead.

" ' I am allowed to come back', says he, ' for your

warning and for your consolation. Immediately after my
death, I found myself in the finest country I ever saw ia

my life, with the ricliest demesnes and grandest houses

that ever were found, and millions of people walking

amongst the trees, and talking and laughing together, as

happy as the day is long. To my great surprise, I found

that almost all the ladies and gentlemen tliat owned the

fine houses were people that 1 remembered in this world

as poor beggars, and religious Christians, and persons of

that kind, that nobody cares about. I went from one to

another, but not one of them knew me, and the man that

had the charge of the place was going to turn me out,

when on3 of the gentlemen called to him and said ho

knew me. I looked close at him, and at last remembered

the face of a poor blind man whom I had guided once on

a stormy nig'it from a neighbouring village to his ovkil

door ; but he had now a pair of eyes as bright as stars.

That was the only act of real charity I ever recollected to

have done in my life, and it was the means of getting mo
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a liandsome honre and garden, where I live happier than

I can describe' ".

A celebrated Greek critic tells us that if we separate the

sublime from the allegorical, we shall often strip it of half

its excellence. If the axiom be applied in the case of

Moynehan's legend, even polished readers may find it not

wliolly witliout meaning. From the fact, however, tliat

Mr. Moynehan was in the habit of repeating it for the im-

provement of his lady, it may be inferred that it had
not all the influence upon her conduct which be could

desire.

CHAPTER ir.

A FEW evenings previous to tlie day on which he, Moy-
nehan, was to give up possession of his house and lands, a

stoiin arose so terrible tiiat it seemed doubtful whether the

building would survive the ownciship of its present

master. The wind came bowling and shrieking up tlie un-

sheltered heath, and through tlie close ravines in the

nei;:hboiir]iood. Now it sliook the window frames as if in

sudden passion at their obstinate resistance to its fury, now
it hissed and roared against the well-bound thatch— and
now wound its dismal horn in the lofty cliininey-top. Jfr.

Woynchan sat by his parlour-firo, comiiaiing Ills past with

vhat must, in all probability, be his future style of living,

aiid the contrast was almost too much for his philosophy.

Suddenly the voice of Mrs. Moynehan, raised high in ob-

juigntion in the kitchen, attracted his attention. Half

1 1 lining the parlour door, he paused to ascertain the cause

of sounds " not unfamiliar to his ear".

"Out of my house—pack— out of my house this

instant", exclaimed the lady, in a voice scarce a note of

which was lower than C above the fifth over line. " It
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was yoti, and the like of you, tliat brought ruin to our

door,—pack out
!"

A slirill and querulous niurmuf uas heard in answer.

"The storm!" continued Mrs. Moynehau ; "it is no

matter for the storm. As well as you found your way

here, find your way back, for here you shall not stay an

hour. Do you hear me talking to you? Quit my house

this instant. Aye—congh, cough— I dare say you know
how to do more than that when it serves your turn.

Out— pack at once !"

At this instant Mr. Moynehan entered the kitchen,

where he beheld a sight that filled him with indigna-

tion against the cruelty of his helpmate. An old man,

shaking with p dsy, and so worn down by age and its in-

firmities that it seemed as if his years could scarcely

number less than a century, was standing on the well-

flagged kitchen floor, and gazing on the stout and portly

Mrs. M. with a deprecating attitude. It would be ditii-

cult to conceive a more complete picture of misery than

the old man presented. A lung statf, half again as high

as its possessor, and held in both hands, seemed ail that

enal>lod him to keep his feet; his knees, his hands, his

head, his whole frame shook violently with his disease, so

that, had his fcatuies been less strongly marked, it would

be difficult to gather their expression in the continual and

rapid motion. His dress was ragged in the extreme, and

so patciied that it seemed as if he never had been thfi

master of another suit. In addition to this, he had been

already drenched in rain from head to foot, and his long

white hair and the hanging fritters of his garment, still

dripped as if he were about to dissolve away upon the

floor, while his face, which looked as if the loose skin had

been drawn over without being attached to the fleshless

bones, was glistening with rain, and haggard with liar, at

the prospect of being again exposed to the horrors of the

storm. Moyuehau could not help thinking, however, as he
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looked on the old man, that Iiis terror seemed excessive for

the occasion, and that his manner resembled that of one
who feared some danger of a still more appalling kind
than any which the storm could bring.

"Will you—turn out—the—poor old man in—the

storm an' all ?" he gasped forth word after word at long

intervals, and with gestures of the most agonizing terror.

" Give me a night's—lodg—in' an' Til pray for—you
for—ever an'— ever. Don't send me out to the robb

storm, I mane".
" To the robbers ? what robbers ? What robbers do you

expect to meet in ? and if it was full of them,

what have you to lose by robbers ? eh ?"

"Did I— say— robbers, a-gra?" said the old man

—

"don't mind me— I'm an ould fool that iiasn't any sense.

Sure enough, \\ hat robbing could thoy have uponrne; a

poor ould beggar that has nothin' only what rags is

coverin' my ould bones—nothin' in life—nothin'—Ayeh
— robbers—I don't know what I'm sayin' with the dint o'

fear ; but won't you, like a good Christian, gi' me a night's

lodgin'— anywhere— upon these bare flags—I'm aisy, so

as the robb so as I'd have the roof batuiie me an'

—

an' the clouds to-night,— an' may the Heavens be your

'led hereafter".

" Slie will— she will—come in and sit by the fire",

exclaimed Moynclian, interposing just as his lady had

opened iicr lips to give vent to a fresh volley of reproaches.

" Get supper ready fur tliat poor man ", he added, to a

servant—" and you, my dear, will not even affliction itself

teach you to pity the afflicted ? you don't know how
long we may have a house ourselves ".

" I know how long we're to liave this house ", answered

Mrs. Moynehan, in a low growling tone, like that of an

over zealous watch-dog, « hich has received a reprimand

from its master for ollering a too obstinate resistance to

the entrance of a peaceable stranger.
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"Yon don't know that neither", said Mojnehan, " and

no ra.'ittcr it' it should i)e ouis fur no longer than an lioiir, I

hin determined to mai<e a free use of it while it belongs to

inc. A\'alk in, good fellow ".

The poor man, clapping his hands together, and mut-

tering blessings, stagi;ered forward to the fire-place, still

casting a timid eye askance at the lady, as if he couM
have answered iu the language of poor Buff

—

" I (lure not, sir,

i'or fear of your cur **,

Mr. Moynehan having seen the beggar comfortably

established by the fire-side, returned to the parljur.

Here he began to meditate upon the difference between

his own condition and that of the poor mendicant, and

found so much that was preferable iu tlie former that he

began to recover his spirits.

" At the worst, my dear*', said he, addressing Mrs.

Moynehan, " we arc not so badly off as that poor fellow.

"We will still have many friends, and we will not, in all

probability, be without a house of some kind or another,

and at all events we have each of us a decent suit ot

clothes, which is more tlian can be said for him. So that

'tis a great comfort to think our case is not so bad but

that it might be worse ".

Before Mrs. Moynehan could reply, the i)arlour-door

was opened, and a face, distinguished by a gaping mouth
and a pair of staring eyes, appeared at the aperture. It

was that of Hick or Bickhard Lillis, the faithful groom and
valet (not to mention fifty other offices which he filled

with equal fidelity and skill) of Mr. Moynehan. Ho
remained fur a time iu the same position, gaping and
gazing as if, like a ghost, he could not speak until some
living being had addressed him.

"Well, Bick, what ails you now?"
"The poor man, sirl"



171 THE BARBER OF BANTRT,

" What of him ?"

"lie wants the pi lost, sir; I'm in dhread he's dvin"*.

" I'hoo, nonsense !" cxchiimcd Mr. Moynchan, snatching

a light and hurrying from the room. Strange as it

seemed, he found his servant's story true. Tiie old bo.'^gar

was lying in the kitciicn, on tlie straw pallet which h;id

been prepared for him, and gasping, as it appeared,

almost in the agonies of death. By this the storm had

in some degree abated, and I\Ioynelian ordered Rick Lillis

to tie a collar on the head of the working mare, and ride

off at once for the clergyman and the neighbouring doc-

tor. When both those functionaries had left tlic house

(which was not for a few hours) he paid another visit to

his miserable guest. The old man was h iiig on his back

in a feeble condition, and still muttering some incoherent

sentences about " robbers " and " down the glen of I)
"

and of "the storm", and "his own cabin in the west".

On hearing Mr. Moynehan's voice, he looked fixedly upon

hiin, and seemed making an effort to collect his scattered

reason.

" You will have no raison, sir ", he said, " to repent

your charity to me. The docthor tells me I can't live
;

so I must only see and make use o' the time that's left me.
" I was born westwards, near Dingle. My father

thought to make a scholar of me, but from a child I never

could take to the book. Neither birc!i nor masther could

ever get any good o' me. No one could equal me for

niicliia from school, and wdiile I was there, I'd be at any-

thing but the learniii'. So one day, aftlier a'most breakin*

his heart to thry an' get good o' me, my father kcm' out,

an' he haviu' a book in one hand and a spade in the

other.
"

' Here, Tom', says he, ' take your choice between

these ; if you choose the book, you may become a counsellor

one time o"* other—if you take the spade, you'll die asyoa

bcofau ',
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" I looked this way anJ that, and aftlier considlierin'

for a Avliile, I took llie spade. i\Iy father left me nothiu'

else, but I thought it enough, for I didn't know what it

was to have more. I was light and hap])y ; my conscience

ga' me no throuble, an' I had no sort o' cure upon my
mind.

" Well, of a day, a bnrnin' day in June (I remember

it well— it was the worst day to me that ever came out of

the skies) — of a little St. John's eve, I was making a

drain to clear a bog belongin' to a gentleman that used

to gi' me work. I ought to think o' that day well, an' so

I do, an' often did before. It was a fine bright day,

but it darkened my mind for ever afthor. The sun was

shinin' all around, the birds were singin' in the little bushes,

the cuckoo was couin' at a distance in tiie wood, an' the

young foals were gallopin' about upon tlie green lields like

kittens at play. 'Twas a fine day to man an' beast, but

'twas a woful day to me. It was just then, as I was
•whistling an working in the thrench, 1 threw up somethin'

upon the bank that sounded as it hit agin' a stone. I

took it up an' looked at it. It was like a collar that

would be round a person's neck, an' I «as told afther-

wards, that it was a kind o' collar the ould Irish knights

or kings, or jjcople o' that surt, used to wear as an

ornament in former times. I scraped it a little, an* it wai
yellow inside ; I took it to the doclhor that lived in the

same place, to see could he make anything of it. He
dipped the top of a quill in a little bottle he had, an'

touched it where I scraped it, an' afthcr lookiu' at it

again, he wijjed it an' handed it back to mc, an' tould ir,e

it was raal goold.

' Until tiiat time the thoughts o' riches, nor monoy, nor

anything o' the kind ever ga' me a day's unaisiness. I

had mv hire frum one day to anoJior, an' I had health, aw'

I cared fur no more. Ikit the minute he tould me it was
laal goolJ, I felt as if my whole mind was changed withiu
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me at once; I took home tlic poolcl, an' put it nndcr my
head tliat night an' slcp' upon it, an' in the niornin' I went

oft' to town, where I took it through all the gooklsmiths'

shops to see what they'd gi' me for it, and I soiild it at last

for seven pounds, which Avns twelve times more money
than ever I had in my life before. From that day out, I

never knew an hour's pace o' mind ; and for eighty-seven

years afthcr, that's to this present time, my whole end and
aim was to add as much as I could to the price of what I

found. I stinted my food, I stinted my clothin' ; I never

laid out as much as one ha'penny in sport. I never yet

since that day, gave so much as one farthin' to a fellow

cratliur—an' now I must part it all".

Here the unfortunate old man heaved a deep groan, and

his ghastly eyes rolled in their sockets with the agony.
" Bring witnesses if you have 'em", said he, in a feeble

tone, " so that the law can't come between my words and

their meaning afther I am gone".

Mr. Moynehan complied, and summoned Rick Lillis and

another servant to the mendicant's bedside.

" Ye are witnesses", said the old man, faintly, " that

out o' thanks to this gentleman for bis charity to me, an'

having no kith nor kindred o' my own, an' bein' sure he'll

make a betther use o' what I have, than any body else I

know, I lave bim my out>ide coat au' its contents, au' all I

have in the world besides''.

The servants then retired, and the mendicant, taking a

small and rusty key from his bosom, where it was tied fast

with a piece of hempen twine, handed it to Moynehan, and

said

:

" There's a small cabin without a stick o' furniture, on

the ^ide of a bill by tlie ouid bridge near Dingle. Any
body will tell you where Garret Casey, the miser, lives

when he's at home. There's a padlock on the dooro, an'

this is the key of it. "Whisper hetlier. When I'm gone,

go to that house, au' search in the corner near the cup-
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board in the inner room, an' rise up a brick that's tliere,

an' Iiave what's undher it—but—but—not till I'm gone,

you know", the old man added, with a sudden expression

of alarm ;
" the mother never loved her child, nor the wife

her husband, nor the glutton his food, nor the drunkard his

glass, as I loved what's undlier that stone ; an' what good

is it for me now? I fasted for it— I watched fur it— I

hungered and thirsted for it—and I bore the heat and the

cold, ail' thought nothing of any kind o' labour that could

add the smallest trifle to it ; an' now I must part it all. If

I siifi'ered as much for my sins, this would be a happy

night to me. Many a mile I walked barefoot on many a

flinty road, to add a little to it ; an' all for you. If I

loved the law o' God as well as I loved what's undher that

brick, what a saint I'd be to night".

Soon after he began to rave in a distracted manner
about robbers, and felt for his key, and missing it, burst,

into feeble lamentations, and complained that he was un-

( one, and that his house was plundered. Before morning

he expired, after recovering his reason suflicieutly to

request that his remains might be conveyed to his own
parish. On examining his garments, they were found

quilted with coins of every description, from gold to

humble copper; guineas, dollars, shillings, pencCj and

halfpence, being stitched in indiscriminately between the

lining and the cloth, to the amount of more than thiity

pounds.

Mr. Moynehan complied with the last wishes of the

dying man. lie had the remains conveyed to the men-
dicant's native parish, and having found the cabin, waited

until night in order to examine it. He then went,

accompanied by Hick Lillis, and bearing a dark lantern in

his hand, to the miser's wretched dwelling. It was a

ho\el of the very vilest kind. A round stone near the

ciiininoy coiner served for a seat. There was no ap-

pearance of firing, no ashes on the hearth, nor even the
8*
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least indication that any such luxury had brightened the

lonely spot fur years before. By the light of the lantern,

Moynelian searched the gloomy little inner room which

was partitioned off by a hurdle rudely smeared with clay.

He found the brick and raised it. After clenring away a

quantity of loose earth, he found a bag of tanned calf-

sldn, which, by its weight and bulk, he judged to be the

treasure sought. It was nearly filled with gold, far more

at the first glance than would be sufficient to relieve the

legatee from all his difficulties.

When they had returned to the small inn at which

they slept, Moynehan charged his servant to say nothing

whatsoever when they should reach home of their good

fortune, judging of course that he might safely leave it to

his own discretion to keep silence while they were still in a

strange place. Kick Lillis could not for a long time find

any form of expression in which to convey an idea of the

extraordinary thoughts that filled his mind since the com-

pletion of this adventure. He remained sauntering from

corner to corner of the room in whicli his master sat

quietly musing by the fire-side, now looking down at his

feet, now directly up at the ceiling, now at every corner

above, and anon successively at every corner below, as

if he were looking out in all directions for suitable

expressions.

" Well, there's no use in talking, master, but this day

flogged Ireland. See, for all, how 'tis no way foolish to

do a good turn to high or low. Why then, I remember

of a time, my father tellin' me (rest his sowl !) of a thing

o' the kind that happened a first cousin of his own, one

Biien Slieehy, that lived estwards in the hills o' Knock-

nderry. He was a very stupid man, sir, with submission

to you, an' hadn't £S much sense as would carry liim from

tliis to the bedpost ; but he had a wife that av;is just as

'cute as lie was fooli.^h, an' many's the time he'd be lost

only for her. Well, 'tis innocent people, they say, mostly



[[
TllH CAREER OF EAKTRT. 179

f^et.s thn Inck. Of a clay Brien found a handful o' money
lu a field, wlicre be was diggin', an' nobody lookin' at liim

the sane tin o, so he went an' iiid it in a ditch, makin' a

bole for it Avitii bis spade, nniil he'd come an' take it away
Avben it would be bis convenience. Well, sir, be went

home and tould bis wife what be found. ' You done some
j:oo(i at last', sa} s she ;

' wbere's the money ? ' ' Oh, 1

have it a-bide', says he, ' in the field where I got it'.

' Well an' good', says the wife ;
' I hope you have a mark

upon it, the way you'll find it again ; an' not to be like

Pat Piercy, the cobbbr, that bid bis tools so well that be

never could find \m aftber'. ' Ob, I'll find it asy enough',

says Biien; 'fur I took a fine big mark for it', says be,

' a gray horse that was feedin' a-near the place when I put

it a-hide'. Well, the wife gev one screech that you'd bear

a mile off. 'Ob, murtber! you born omodhavti', says

:-be ;
' sure the horse was no mark for you to take. Sure

he'll lave that to go elsewbere', says she, 'an then wbat'll

become o' your mark ? 'Twas an evil day', says she, I

ever bad any thing to say to you ; an' you'll biing us to

beggary at last'. Well, poor Brien stood as if you sliot

him ; an' then be darted out the doores, an' I'un for the

bare life to tlie field where be left the money. An' sure

enough the bc^rsc was clane at a contbrairy side o' the

field. Poor Brien clapped In's hands lo bis bead, and was
fit to be tied at the thoughts of it; but it was no n^e for

him. He sarcbed the whole field; but he might just as

well be lookin' for lobsters in the same place.

"Well, sir, as be was walkin' a few weeks aftber on
the high road, comin' from market, be met an ould beggar-

man that axed him fur an alms. ' Don't be talkin' to me,
man', says Brien. ' I lost more money a month ago, than

I'll ever have in my bfe again ; but here's one penny for

you any way*. 'Where did you lose it?' says the iiutr

man. ' I lost it in such a field, where I bad it a-biile iu

a ditch', says he. ' Well', says the beggar, ' one gotd turn
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desarvcs another. If you'll step acrass the field, to Paul
Rahilly's, you'll hear somethin' of it', says he : "'I turned

iu the boreeii, 'while ago, au' I heard them talkin' of a
power o' money the cliildlier found in a ditch, as they were
playin". Well, sir, sure enough, he went acrass to

Kahilly's, an', 1 declare, he got the money again. The
Kahiily's were very honest people; ari' the fnst token he
gev 'em o' the money bein' his, I'll engage they handed
it over to him. So that even a poor beggar might have it

in his . Sonuhar to me", added Rick, as a loud,

sound, resembling the noise of a penny trumpet, cut short

the moral of his tale. " Sonuhar* to me, but he's fast

asleep the whole time, an' I, like a fool, telliu' my story

to the four walls. Well, an' some walls ha-ve ears, they

say, an' why shouldn't I ? The masther is a made man,
any way, that's plain enough".

CHAPTER TIL

It will be recollected that we do not relate the above as a

fact of which we have historical knowledge; but as one of

the explanations rumour gave of the way in wliich Mr.

Moyuehan had obtained his sudden wealth. His secret

was kept, and the day of sale arrived. An auctioneer

from Limerick attended to put up the household furniture

and other articles to the highest bidder. Many, however,

said it was folly to talk, that there would be no bidders

at all, the Moynehans were so hospitable, and so well

liked througliout the country. Though the morning was

raiu}', it did not prevent great crowds from attending;

and to the great astonishniiut of the whole world,

biddings were just as smart as if Mr. Moynchan
were a perfect stranger. Tiiere was one circumstance,

* A gojd w if', or husband.
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however, which occasioned universal amazement in the

crowd.

Mr. Moynehan had taken lis seat next the auctioneer,

his hands resting on his walking cane, and his eyes fixed

upon the various bidders, as if to be satisfied by ocular

demonstration of the identity of the individuals who were

now pouncing like hawks upon the spoils of the mansion,

which had been for near a score of years as free to their

use as to his own. The auction was about to commence,

when in strutted Rick Lillis, Avith the air of a nobleman,

and took his. place amongst the aristocratic purchasers.

" Give me a chair, here !" he cried aloud, in a voice

like thunder.

Three or four servants fiew to execute his orders, and

he placed him?elf in the seat with an air of surly dignity,

as if he wished to see who would presume to meddle with

him. The gentlemen and ladies around him began to

whisper, and gather their brows, and seemed not al-

together to like it, but Pwick maintained his place un-

moved.
*' GV m^ a bottle o' wine !" he called aloud, in the same

tone— "an' a glass for dhrinkin', an' a crust o' bread".

Again half a dozen attendants flew to execute his

wishes with the same alacrity as before.

" That'll do", said Rick ; " now, Misther Auctioneer,

you can commence business : I'm quite ready".

The auctioneer bowed low with mock gravity, and pro-

ceeded to put up the articles of furniture in succession.

Nothing could be more painful to Mr. Moynchan's friends

than to bid at all; bu' as the articles were goinj, each

thought he miglit as well have them as nnother. What
was their astonishment, however, whe.i Rick Lillis bid for

every lot just as it was about to be k h eked down to

another ! Lot after lot, there was nothing too high nor

too low for him ; and he paid for every article in sterlin;^

gold upon the instant. Every article, without exception,

I 1
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not a stick of furniture, nor of anything else, Tvas carried

out by a stranger. 'I'lic bidders now began to turn the

tables upon liick, and many said tliat he was an un-

grateful fellow, after liaving been able to save so much
money through the liberality of his master, to make so

thankless an use of it at the close. However, amid all

this generous zeal for the ruined Moynehan, none of the

jovial companions and old friends seemed to think of

asking hiui to his house, but, one after another, they

dropped away, and left him to confer alone with his

calamity.

Mr. Moynehan made no effort to retain his farms, but

settled honourably with his landlord. He then made the

purchase long since spoken of, and began to build the

house, the ruins of which have been described at the com-

mencement of our narrative. It would be a vain attempt

to paint the consternation which was excited throughout

the country side by the news that Moynehan had pur-

chased an estate, nor the celerity with which he had all

his friends about him once again, as cfficious and aa

cordial as ever. The mysteiy of Rick Lillis's extra-

ordinary wealth became clear when they found the

furniture of the old house appropriated to its accustomed

uses in the new.

Mr. Moynehan, however, did not reproach his old

neighbours with their ingratitude.

" How would I be the gainer, my dear", he would say

to his indignant helpmate, on perceiving her anger rise at

the approach of any of those worthy adherents, " how
would I be the gainer by declaring war against all my
neighbours, because they are not just the kind of people

I would have them ?— If I were to wait for friends until

I should find them without fault, I might live to the age

of Methusalem without finding as niuc.i as would make a

hand at \\hist, and Duniby one of the party too. Sure

'tis the very faidt 1 have to lind with myself, that I'm not
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just as I'd like to be. And, poor people ! if they have

acted wrong, they will suffer enough for it hereafter,

without my endeavouring to make them uncomfortable at

present".

Accordingly, there was no one who was not invited to

the liousewarming. Novv, if any uninitiated reader should

desire to knov what an Irish Housewarming was in the

days of Mr. Moynchan, he must be content with our brief

description, seeing that no such entertainment is to be

found amongst the extravagancies of the present day.

The period was a century too late for the muse of Derrick,
and a century too early for the bard of Ballyporeen, or we
would have considered it unnecessary to say more than

that a Housewarming had been given.

" Kick !" Mr. Moynehan exclaimed froaa the bed-room,

where he was occupied in an operation from which half the

human race are happily exempt—we mean that of

shaving—"Rick!" exclaimed Mr Moynehan.
" Goin', masther !" The reader must understand that

Rick Lillis generally said going, when he meant coining.

" Goin', masther !" answered Rick, and his gaping mouth
and stariig eyes were presently visible at the chamber
door.

" Rick, do you know that I am to give a Housewarming
on Thursday next?"

" Oyeh, iss, sir—long life to you. The missez tould uz

ovit".
" Well, Rick, yon know we shall want music, so I leave

that part of tlte affair to your management".
" Uililu ! me, sir !" exclaimed Rick, in modest alarm.

" Sorrow tune did I ever p'ay in my life upon anytiiiug,

excei)tin' it was a little taste upon the jew's-harp, an' I'm

sure it is aisily known that wouldn't go far among a whole

housefuU".

" You mistake me, Rick ; I have as little inclination to

listen to your music as you can have to furnish it. But I
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mean that you shall find musicians ; so mind what I tell

you: if I find that tiicie is a man within three baroniea

round us, tiiat ever drew horscliair across catgut, or ever

danced the chanter of a bagpipe on his knee, or ever

whistled God save tlie King upon a pipolo, who shall not

be at the Housewarming on Thursday next— I'll—no I

can't hang you—ah, joy be with the times when I could—
befure we ever had a law to interfere with us— but I'll be

tempted to go as near it as I can".
'* Long lilie to your honour, sure I'll do my best".

" Take no excuse, as you value your head".
" Excuse !" exclaimed Rick, with a half shout of sur-

prise ; "I'll go bail, I'll make 'cm come jumpin', an' glad

to be axed— I'll take my hazel stick in my hand, an' I'd

like to see the man among 'em that would daar say ' no'

to me, Mhen I give the commands".

He left the room, and so punctually did he fulfil his

commission, that on the Thursday following a troop of

fiddlers, fifers, pipers, and other musicians, of all ages, and

of both sexes, had assembled at the new edifice, sufiicient

of themselves to have constituted a numerous company.

But they were soon lost in the multitudes that followed.

Cars, horses, truckles (furnished with a bed-tick, to supi)ly

the lack of springs and cushion), every species of vehicle,

and every beast of burden that the laiid afforded, were put

in requisition by the numerous guests who came with un-

blushing countenances to claim a share of Moynehan's

returning hospitality. Nor did he treat them to Timon's

feast of " smoke and lukewarm water ". Moynehan never

expected mucli gratitude from his friends, so he was not

disappointed when he did not receive it. It was in

compliance with the promptings of his own heart, and not

in the wild-goose-chase of human gratitude, that he was

either hospitable or generous ; so he felt no indignation at

being denied what he had never sought. Indeed, it ia

most probable that if he had beard the story of Tiniou of
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Athens, he would have thought him a selfish fellow, who
preci>ely met Avith his desert for affecting the name of

generosity, when in reality lie gave notiiing for which ha

did not both expect and demand a return ; and an exqui-

site temptr he manifested, too, when he made tliat wonder-

ful discovery, that it is not quite so easy to borrow as it is

to lend in this world. No :
" uncover, (logs, and lap"', was

not the welcome ^loynehan gave his guests, but such a

banquet that it was " given up to it", such a " giving

out" was never known before in that side of the country,

any way. And he had the satisfaction, too, of finding

that it was all a mistake about the ingratitude of his

neighbours ; for there M-as scarcely an individual amongst

them that did not before morning take an opportunity of

assuring their host, that all he had in the world was at

his service, and his hfe, if he wanted it, into the barg^dn;

a fact which shows how erroneous was the evil opinion

entertained of them by Mrs. Moynehan, and how cautious

we ought to be of judging by appearances.

And so the house was built and warmed.

CHAPTER rV.

During the life-time, or, as the peasantry on his estate

termed it, the " reign" of Mr. Moynehan, the affairs of

Tipsy Hall, as he named his new residence, " for raisons",

were managed with tolerable moderation. We have ma-
terial enough to dwell at ample length on the subsequent

history of the edifice, before it came into the hands of the

individual whose cartiily destinies were most intimately

interwoven with the subject of our tale. We might de-

scribe the feasting, the drinking, and, unhappily lor the

credit of a portion of our ancestry, the duelling, the cock-

fighting, the horse-rac ng, the dissipation of every kind of

which it was once the scciic ; and some readers might find
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go faithful a detail of manners, now, happily, almost for-

gotten, not wholly destitute of interest. We mi^ht dwell

upon the unlieard-of magniticeiice displayed at the funeral

of tlie first Moynehan, who chose to be interred at hia

birth-place, wiiich was " far up in the north", in the

county of Donegal. We might follow the sable vehicle

for eighteen days along the wild and varied road, attended

as it was the whole way by near one thousand persons.

We might describe the storm of rain that, for three long

days, pouring down incessantly upon the mournful train,

added unexpected dreariness and discomfort to a task

already full of gloom and woe ; we might tell (for the

sources from which we draw our information faithfully

record the number) how many, dying on the wayside of

cold and of fatigue, how many, in a sudden feud arising

between two hostile factions, who were included in the train,

had given this testimony of their fidelity and zeal to the

manes of their beuefictor. For a whole day, it was said, the

cofliii halted in its progress, until this controversy was de-

cided, and then the whole proceeded in the same order as

before. We might dilate yet further ou the extravagancies

of the more unbridled spirits who succeeded the founder of

the mansion in his possessions, and on the wilder orgies with

which they made its walls reecho through many a winter

night. But we write to illustrate, not to satirise, human
nature; and it is possible that if we were to transcribe .all

that is preserved amongst the neighbouring peasantry of

the history of the ruin, the reader might hardly thank us

for our preciseness. Add to this, that we must confess,

at the risk of losing no master how many of our readers,

the subject has for us but little attraction. Boisterous,

quarrelsome manners, habitual excesses, the manners, in

a word, of the drinking tal)le, have for us, whether in life

or on paper, but little charm, even when dashed with

gaiety and wit, and made interesting by personal daring

and adventure. Our ancestors had their follies—we hava
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ours ; and it Is rather hard that we should langh at their

inaiiner.-<, ^vhen they have not the opportunity of returning

the coniplinient,

AA'e shall, therefore, suffer this portion of our history to

be gathered from the lips of no less a personage than liick

Lillis hinist'lf, as, an old and crutch-borne man, lie stood

amongst the ruins of the building on a summer day, de-

tailing with mdancholy interest, to an inquisitive touiist,

the fortunes of the family he had survived.

" There was somethin' wrong about the house, sir, ever

from the very big'nin'. The dhrollest* nizes ever you

seen, used to be hard about the place at night, every day,

from the time the first stone was laid, until the roof an'

all came down. In the flead o' the night time the people

used to be called out o' their sleep by sthrange voices, and

they never could find out who it was that called 'em. It

bate all ever you hear. For a time after the ould mas-

ther's death (rest his sowl!) there was no standiu' the

place at all, with the stories they all had, that he used to

be seen risin'— himself an' the ould hucogh, that it was
known afthcr left him all the money. Sometimes they

used to be seen walkiu' together, lock-arms, in the moon-
shine; more times, they say, Avlien the family would be

sittin' by the fireside, tulkin', an' no light in the place only

the blaze o' the fire, they'd hear the doors open, an' they'd

look back this way over their shoulders, an' there they'd

see old Moyiiehan with his grave-clothes about him,

lookin' in upon 'em. I5ut there's one thing I was, as I

may say, present at myself, au' 'tis as thrue as you're

standin' there.

*' You don't know, may be, the dizaze the ould masthcr

died of? Asy, an' I'll tell you. It was what they call a

stomach-wolf. He was oiit of a day in harvest with the

men, an' bein' rather hot, an' the fresh hay convanient,

be sat down upon a cock of it, an' fell asleep. Well, he

* Stiaiiiiest.
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knew nothin' of it, but it is then the rogue of a wolf took

an advantage of him to get into his mouth, so 'cute, an'

down liis throath, an' into the stomach snng an' warm, an'

the niasther nivir knowin' a word about it. When he woke
by an' by, an' Avent home to dinner, ho felt so liungry that

you'd think he'd ate the world, an' dhrink the ocean dlny.

His dinner was no more to him than a boiled piatce. lie

ate an' lie ate, an' he dhrank an' he dhrank, an' he was
just as hungry an' as thirsty when he got up as he Avas

when he sat down. So it went on from day to day, an'

instead of being betther, 'tis worse and worse he was
gettin' ever an' always.

" One neighbour come in, an' another, an' not one of

'em could give the laste account of what aileded him. An'
what was worst of all was, that in place o' getting fat

with all he ate, 'tis lancr an' laner he was gettin' every

day, till he was a complete nottomy. Not a ha'porth ho

ett or dhrank done him any good.
*' Still nobody could tell from Adam what was the

matthcr with him. The docthor that was in the place,

altlioiigh bein' a very knowiu' man, he knew nothin' what-

ever of this ailment, never meetin' a case o' the kind before.

One neighbour recommended one thing, and another an-

other, but the masther didn't give in to any of 'em sonio

way, an' when they'd bring him any great physic, in place

o' takin' it, he'd give it to the mis?iz to keep for him.

Well, one day he came in, lookin' so pale and wake, that

he was ready to dhrop. ' There's no use in talkin', my
dear', says he to the missiz, ' but there's some bad work
goin' on inside in me ', ' Can't you take some of the mud-
dicincs, my love ?' says she. ' Rech 'ein hetlier', says he,

' i believe 1 must do something'. So s!ie rech'd 'cm all

down. ' Why, then, tlie Heavens direct me now', says

the missiz, ' which o' these I'm to give you', says she,

lookin' at the hape. ' I'll tell you what', says the mas-

thei-, * if one o' them is good, the whole o' them must be



THE BARBER OF BANTRT. 189

betther. Make them get a saucepan', says he, ' an' a

dhrop o' wathei'. So she did. Tlie saucepan was brought,

and the niasther haved 'em all into it headforemost, bottles,

an' pills, an' powders, in as they wor, an' boiled 'em all

together with the dhrop o' wather. When it was boiled

he dhrank it, an' little was wanten but it was the last

dhrop he ever dhrank. He lost his walk* the same

day, an' before night it was all the same thing as over

with him.
*' Well, nothin' would satisfy the missiz, but some doc-

thor should see him, to keep people's tongues quiet.

While she was thinkiu' who she'd send for, an ould hucogh

come to the doore axin' charity, an' he up an' tould her

where she'd get a rale docthor. ' There's a docthor', says

he, ' livin' upon the borders of Kerry, an' if there's any

man', says he, ' that's able to raise the dead to life, 'tis

he'. So the missiz called Tim Dalton, or Tim Tell-truth,

as we u<ed all to call him, by raison he never would tell a

word o' thruth by his own good will, an' sent him off on

horseback for this great docthor. I can only givo you
Tim's word for what took place, until he came back next

day following. He rode for a good part of a day, until he

coni9 into the lonesomest mountain counthry he ever seen

in his life. He made inquiries, and they showed him
where the docthor lived, in a lonesome house down
in a little glen, an' the smoke comin' out o' the chimney.
• Well', says Tim to me, an' he tellin' me the story, 'I

med for the house, an' if I did, there I seen all the place

sthrown all round with dead men's bones, an' the pathway
up to the hall-doore was paved with little white things

that looked just like knuckle-bones. Well become me',

says Tim, ' I med for the hall doore, an' gev a great rap,

and axed for the docthor. The sarvant girl showed me
into the kitchen, where there Avas a great pot bilin' on the

fire. Thinks I to myself, I wondher what in the world is

* The use of his limbs.
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in the pot. So while I was wondherin', the clocthor come
out an' axed me my business, which I up an' toult him.
" Well", says he, " stay asy a minute, an' I'll be with you

;

but for your life", says he, " take care you don't look after

me". ' I'll engage', says Tim, ' I wasn't said by him, but

the instant he loi't the kitchen, I took an' opened the doore,

an' gave a dawny peep into the room that was inside it'.

Well, what Tim seen in that room, he never was very

ready to tell, only from that day out, he Avouldn't take a

taste of muddlcine if he was dyin'. He used to say he seen

keelers all lound the room, an' dead people hangin' up,

an' their blood dhroppin' into the keelers, to make muddi-

cines. I'm sure, as for myself, I only hould it to be one

of Tim's stones. But he brought the docthor away with

him, any way.
" ^^'^hen the docthor come to the ould masther's room,

an* fe't his pulse, he looked very sarious. He began

makiu' a cut jest anear the heart with his insthruments, an'

I declare you could hear the wolf harkin' Inside, quite

plain, at every cut he made. So he brought out the wolf,

an' showed it to us all—a little dawny thing not the length

o' my finger, but the tail going like a switch, an' the eyes

like little sparks of fire. But howsomever it was, the

poor masther didn't get much good of it, an' 'twasn't long

afther that we had to lay him with his people.

" Be coorse, the masther's son, ]\listher Henry, como
after him— an' a sore day it was for the estate, the day

it come into his hands. If the ould masther Avas over

foolish in spendin', he was twice more so. Cocks, an'

horses, an' hounds, an* every other ha'p'orth that the first

gentleman in the land could fancy, he had about him from

year to year. But it wasn't that that broke him after all,

only I'll tell you.

"There was a poor Diimby the ould masther kep, that

used to dhraw out anything in the whole Avorld upon a

slate ; he was still iu the house when the new masther
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was goln* on this way. "Well, of a day when Misther

Thomas was gettin' ready for the Curragh, sure the very

day before the jockey was to take her off, the mare was

foun 1 dead in the stable! The masther was fit to be tied

—so he sent off privately for Shaiin Dooley, a knowledge-

able man that lived down near the sai/suh, that had a

great report for bein' thick with the good people, 'i'is

myself went for him, an' carried a led horse ready saddled

to bring him up to Tipsy Hall, not to spake of a goold

guinea I had for him at the first word. I waited till

night-fall, because the masther would be very unfond any

body should know he'd send for a fairy docthor.

" I brought Shaun Dooley up to the masther, and he

seemed for a while greatly puzzled to know what could

be the cause of it. ' Did you ever shoot a weazel ?' says

Shaun Dooley. ' Not to my knowledge', says the mas-

ther. ' Or a magpie ?' ' Not as I remember, indeed'.

' Do you be whistlin' when you do be out at night at all ?'

' That can't be', says the masther, ' fur I never turned a

tune'. ' Well, I don't know in the world what to think

of it', says Shaun. So while he was thinkin', there was

a great flutterin' outside. ' What's that noise?' says Sliaun

Dooley. 'I suppose it's the pigeons that's comin' home',

says the masther. ' Pigeons I' cries Shaun, ' do you keep

pigeons about the house ? It's plain to me now', savs

he, ' what rason your mare died, an' I wouldn't wondher',

sayd he, ' if all belongin' to you was gone to rack and ruin'.

* What rason ?' says the masther. ' I'll not tell you what

rason', says Shaun, ' but if you take my advice, you'll

not have one of 'em about tlie place'.

" lie went, an' next mornin' airly the masther went

about shootin all the pigeons. There was one of em that

the Dumby had tamed, an' when he seen 'em all shootin*,

he took an' hid it from the masther, poor crathur, it was so

quiet an' so fond of him. Well, sure enough, in less than

two mouths afther the ould missiz died, au' the masther
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found out tliat the Diimby kept flie pigeon. I never ?een one

so wild. lie turned tlie Dumbv out o' doors (although

the crathur cried a gallon full, an' went on his knees to

ax pardon), an' twisted the head off o' the pigeon. But

it was no good for him. From that day out it seemed as

if the luck went out o' the doors with the Dumby. And
when the next Mr. Moynehan came into the property, he

found iiimself much in the situation of more jentlemcn in

the country then an' now, that have 'pon my honour^ and

nothing to back it '*•

CHAPTER V.

But g'mce the accession of this third Moynehan to the

proprietorship of 'Jipsy Hall brings us into the most im-

portant portion of our tale, we shall take the story out of

the hands of Rick Lillis, and resume our own task as

historians of the ruined building.

So indeed it was. In the course of less than half a

century, the fair estate which Mr. Moynehan was so

anxious should be long preserved in the hands of his

posterity, had melted awny to a small remnant, which was
wholly inadequate to the maintenance of the family in the

style of splendid hospitality which they had always upheld.

What added to this embarrassment was that Mr. Thomas
Moynehan never could be prevailed upon to augment his

diminishing income by seeking some situation suitable to

his rank, which he might easily have procured amongst
his influential friends. Antiquarians tell us that among
the ancitnt Irish, all occupations of a commercial nature

were held in the highest scorn, and the term, ceanuighe,

or merchant, was considered wholly incompatible with

that of a gentleman. Until a very late period a strong

tincture of the same spirit appears to have influenced the
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conduct of otir Irish gentiy. Mr. Moynehan seemed to

think that his family Avould be disgraced if he were actually

to earn the bread Avhich he had hitiierto received as his

patrin-.onial right. A circumstance which took place while

aftairs were in this condition is said to have had a strong

eHect in withdrawing him from society, and indeed iu

hastening his death.

The public road, which passed close by Mr. Moynehan's

gate, «as the same by which the judges of assize were

accustomed to travel on their way to the western towns.

It happened one evening (so goes the tale) that one of

those personages who was about to open a commission in

Tralee, was overtaken by nightfall in the neighbourhood

of Tipsy Hall. As there was no inn within tiie distance

of s^cveral miles, and the judge and Mr. Moynehan were
well acquainted, the former determined to pass the night

at the house of his friend, and resume his journey on the

following morning. Accordingly, he directed his coach-

man to drive through the avenue gate, and he was re-

ceived with a ready welcome at the open door.

Mr. Thomas Moynehan, notwithstanding those weak-

nesses which we have seen, and a certain violence of

temper, which was at limes uncontrollable, was yet in

many things a man of a reflective and solemn turn of mind.

Much of his attention had been given occasionally to the

nature of human law and the extent of its power over

liuman hfe and liberty. It ^as his opinion that in most

governments too little regard was shown to human life;

and there was one point in particular which moved his

horror. This was the ease with which circumstantial

evidence was received in British courts of justice on
questions of a capital nature. Such convictions, taking

into account the many occasions on which the innocence

of the culprit had subsequently been manifested in time

to redeem his reputation, but not to save his life, appeared

to him in the light of so many formal and deliberate murdei*s.

9
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On the present occasion, as the judge and ho were
sitting quietly together by the fire-side after dinner, he
could not resist the opportunity of introducing his fa-

vourite topic. He found, as he had expected, his learned

guest entirely of the other way of thinking. The judga
said that it ^^as true, circumstantial evidence might some-
times be merely specious, and undoubtedly in such cases it

was wrong to convict ; but that there were circumstances

which M'ere fully as demonstrative of tiie guilt or

innocence of the accused as the most direct ocular

testimony could be.

'* For", said he, " Gentlemen of the Ju—Mr. Moynohan,
I should say—we must remember that the degree of

certainty is not altered by the nature of the evidence.

Certainty is certainty still, by whatever means it is obtained.

I am certain that two and two are tlie equation of four,

and I am certain that this glass, if I drop it, will fall on
the floor, and I am certain that King Charles the First

lost his head. My certainty with regard to the three

positions is the same, yet the means by which I arrive at it

are ditlerent; for the last fact I have only on hearsay,

whereas the others are pliysical and metaphysical trutlis.

So I grant you circum>tanti;d evidence can only give us

moral certainty
;
yet moral certainty, when it is certainty

at all, is fully equal to any other whatsoever. Wiiea

people say they are on(>/ morally certain of anything,

they use a vulgar expression, which means that they are

not certain at all ; for if they were morally certain, they

would be perfectly so ".

So saying, he hemmed, and looked as if he expected

there should be no reply. Accordingly Mr. Moynehan,

though he could not see what the lecture upon the nature

of certainty had to do with his own assertion that circum-

stantial evidence could never produce it in a consc'entious

mind, did not conceive it prudent to urge the matter further,

contenting himself with saying that perhaps the time
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TnigTit ret arrive when he Avonl/l have an opportunity of

furnishing his lordsiiip with a case in point.

Oil the following day tlic judge continued his route, and

^Ir. Moynehan resumed his customary occupations. He
still continued to reflect much upon the injustice of

depriving a fellow-creature of life wliere there was even a

poosibility of his innocence. Even if there were cases, as

be doubted not there might be some, in which circum-

stantial evidence might amount to certainty, he was yet

convinced that no such strength of testimony was required

in the great number of instances in whicli convictions had

taken place. The more he thought npon it, the more he

became assured of the correctness of his own views, and he

only longed for an opportunity of converting the judge

to his opinion.

In a few mornings afterwards he was preparing to take

breakfast at an early hour, when Rick Lillis entered the

parlour, to say, with a countenance aghast with horror,

that some countrymen without had taken a murderer,

and wanted that Mr. Moynehan (who was a justice of

the peace) should commit him to the county gaol. Mr.

Mo}nehan seemed deeply struck at the intelligence. It

seemed as if he even felt a nearer interest in the case

owing to his recent controversy with the judge.

" Let them wait outside", said he, " until 1 have done

breakfast, and 1 will hear them'".

In a short time after he ordered the men to be sum-
moned into the office, where he usually took his ex-

aminations. Three countrymen entered, conducting a

fourth, who by his pale and terrified countenance, his dis-

ordered appearance, and some reddish stains upoM his

garments, was evidently the person accused. One of the

others held a pitchfork, the handle of which was dabblod

with blood.

Mr. Moynehan, who knew the man perfectly well as one
of his owu labourers, and one of the most peaceable cha-
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meters in the country, seemed much concerned at be-

holding him in such a situation, but determined to give

the fullest hearing to all the parties.

" Plase your worship", said tlie eldest of the three

accusers, " this hoy an' my son Ned were at work to-

gether yestherday, an' they had some ivords comin home,

which nobody then took much notice of. But this

morning it so happened that I went to work in your

honour's piatee garden agreeable to ordhers. It was early,

an' I expected to be first upon the ground, which I knew to

be pliiisin' to your honour, but I was overt.aken on tlie road

by these two neighbours ; so the three of us went on together

with our spades in our hands. \\ hen we come into the field

it was just the dusk o' dawn. 'Stop', says this man here

to me, 'don't yon hear groaning?' 'I hard something',

says I ; ' but I made nothing of it, thinkin' it was the

wind'. ''Tis not the wind', says he, 'but some one

that got a bad hurt, an' there they are !' Sure enough, at

that minute we seen this boy here thrying to make ofif

with a pitch-fork— this pitch-fork here—in his hand, but

we pinned him. Little I knew what use he was afther

puttin' it to. I wish I had no more to tell—it's dear I

aimed your worship's piatees. We found my poor boy

a dead corpse in the furrow, an' there's the villiaa

that done it ".

The two other witnesses being examined, corroborated

in all its circumstances the evidence given by the first.

Having patiently licard all they had to say, and finding

that they had not detected the man in the very act, Mr.

Moynchan seemed desirous to dismiss the case. It was

true, he said, they had found the man on the spot, and

with the bloody weapon in his hand, and with his hands

on the dead body. This and his precipitate flight when
seen, and the disagreement of the previous evening, were

strong circumstance?; yet they did not amount to actual
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eTidcnce of guilt, and he called on the prisoner for his

explanation.

The unhappy man turned pale and red alternately, and
trouililed as if his doom had been already fixed. He
acknowledged the dispute, and indeed all the circumstances

de])osed by his accusers, yet he attested Heaven that he

^•as wholly guiltless.

"I Mont into the field", said he, "to my work, an'

I

found the corpse before me in the furrow, an' the pitch-

fork I\ in a-ncar it, an' while I was feelin' him to see had

he any life, an' examinin' the spade, these people come
upon me. I run, becase I was afeerd they'd say

'twas I done it, an' I took the pitch-fork with me in

my fright".

Mr. Moynehap, who seemed affected in the strongest

manner by the poor fellow's anxiety, was so far from

judging him guilty, that he peremptorily refused to issue

a wanant of committal, and used all his influence to

dissi;ade the friends of the deceased from proceeding further

against the prisoner. To this, however, they would by no

means listen. They conveyed the accused before another

magistrate, who committed him to gaol witiiout hesitation.

Tlie day of trial came, and Mr. Moynehan happened

to be one of the jury. The evidence was the same as

before—the judge his old acquaintance. To the Avhole

court, except Mr. Moynehan, the testimony seemed con-

clusive. He, however, would not listen to the thouglit of

a conviction. The arguments of his eleven fellow-jurors

were in vain—he would not subscribe to their verdict.

Tiie foreman made his report to the judge, who reproached

Mr. Moynehan severely \\ith his obstinacy. The latter,

however, was not to be moved, and the issue was (as the

rumour goes) that the jury were /jiy^ec/, aud the prisoner

set at liijcrty.

When the judge had returned to his lodgings, he could
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not avoid reflecting; on tlie extraordinary character of ihh
man, who had thus, to gratify a favourite theory, let a

murderer loose upon society, and set up his own solitary

judgment again.^t the unanimous conviction of a crowded
court. So deeply did it prey upon his mind, that he sent

for Mr. Moynehan, in order that they might exchange

some quiet conversation on the subject. The latter readily

attended on his summons.

"My lord", said Mr. Moynehan, with a serious' air,

on hearing the cause of the judge's message, "you may
remember a conversation which we had some time since oa

the subject of circumstantial evidence ?"

"Perfectly well", replied the judge.
" I told your lordship then ", saul Mr. IMoyneh'an, " that

the time might yet arrive when I should have an opportunity

of making you a convert to my own opinion".

" That time, Mr. Moynehan, is certainly yet to come

;

for I never knew a case so clearly against yon, as that

^vhich we have tried to-day. May I request to know your

reasons for such extraordinary—perseverance—to give it

no harsher name ?"

"i\Iy reasons are at your lordship's service", answered

Mr. Moynehan, " provided that I have your solemn word
of honour not to divulge them during my own lifetime".

The jndge, without hesitation, gave him the promise

he desired.

" I admit, my lord", said Mr. Moynehan, " that this

case had all the strength of circumstantial testimony which

you considered necessary ; but I could not in conscience

convict the prisoner, for I am myself the slayer of

the deceased".

The judge started back in horror.

"Yes", said he, "it happened on that morning that I

was in the fiehl before anv of my workmen. The deceased

was the first who made his apjicarance, and I rebuked

him for his neglect. Being a maa of hot temper, ha
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answered me with more than eqnal warmth, and I lost all

coniniai)(l of mine. I struck him—he retiiii;ed the blow

— I held the pitch-fork in my hand, and with one blow

more 1 felled him to the earth. I fled in tcn(r, andMn
less than one hour after, the prisoner was brought before

me. Judge whether I had not reason to be constant in

mj verdict of acquittal".

The judge kept his promise, but from that day forward

he was more cautious in receiving circumstantial evidence

on a capital charge.

On the death of Mr. Thomas I^foynehan (a considerable

portion of whose history might, perhaps, in the reader's

opinion, have been omitted with advantage) the estate

and mansion of Tipsv Hall fell into the hands of Edmoiul

Moynehnn, his nepiiow, and the last of the race who
held duuiiuiuu beneath its roof.

CHAPTER VL

Mr. Edmond Moynehan, though succeeding to a dimi-

nished income, had been in some resjiects more fortunate

than any of his predecessors. He had received an excellent

cdiicatiim, in the truest sense of the word, and up to the

period of his accession to the estate of Tipsy Hall, had

used it, in all appearance, to the best advantage. As far

as any one could be said to enjoy happiness in a world

where people find no situation so good that they do not long

for better, Mr. Edmond ]\Ioynehan was a happy man. He
had a wife, who, whether as a doctress, counsellor, or

housewife, was without her eqnal in the country side. At
the time when they were suddenly called to tiie inhe-

ritance of Tipsy Hall, they inhabited a small cottage near

the romantic town where the Knights of the Valley once

held feudal sway. Their scanty income was derived from

Lr



200 THE BAP.BEB OF BANTRY.

their agricultnral pursuits ; and industry, united with

economy, enabled tliem to maintain a more respectable

station in their neighbourhood than many who were far

superior in fortune. For it must be understood, that all

tliis while it was not wholly for want of knowing better

that so much dissipation prevailed among the Irisii country

squires, and instances might occasionally be found, of

families who fulfilled in every respect the duties of their

station. Of this description were Mr. Edmond IMoynehan

and his wife ; they were examples of piety and of sobriety

to their humble neighbours ; they were active benefoctors

of the poor around them ; and in a country where the

wealthier gentry seldom made their appearance, it was
an incalculable advantage to the peasantry to have even

one family who could in some degree supply their place

as counsellors and protectors. P'ortunately kept at a

distance from the coarse corruption that surrounded them,

by their own good sense, they were still more fortunate in

living at a distance from the more dangerous, because

more subtle and less perceptible, corruption that prevailed

then, as at all times, in towns and cities. They were

happy even in their ignorance how far the human mind

snd heart can go astray when they have forsaken the path

of simple truth. It was true they saw vice around them,

but they never yet had seen it justified : they saw the duties

of religion neglected, but they did not know that the mind
can even be brought to vindicate such neglect, and give

it specious names. They maintained tiieir plain and simple

course, at ])cace with themselves and Heaven, and in good

will with the whole world. Of politics (in the angry sense

of the word) or of controversy, they heard and tliought

but little, and maintained a primitive simplicity as well in

their mode of thinking as of living. They fastcil nn all the

fast davs, and they kept all the holidays holy. They never

troubled their heads about new yioints of doctrine, and thus

were left more leisure to practise what they already believed.
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Perhaps it would be difficult for a person engulfed in

the vortex of the world and all its cares, absoilicd by tiie

anxieties of commerce, the intrigues of love or of ambition,

or consumed by the devouriuf;; thirst of fame or power, to

imagine the happiness which the Moynehans upto this period

had enjoyed in their tranquil river-side life. It was not

slothful, for the Moynehans were stirring with the dawn, and

till sunset occupied in some cliaritable or useful avocation;

Mr. Moynolian in the fields with his workmen, or on the road

to some neighbouring fair^ his fair help-mate in tiie dairy,

or superintending her flax-uiessers in the open barn, or

healing her son Edmond read aloud while she knitted a

stocking at the parlour window. Neither was it a solici-

tous life, for tlieir attachment to the world or its posses-

sions was not so strong as to awaken anxiety; the solitude

in which they lived kept reflection awake, and no artificial

rapidity of profit, or intoxicating violence of pleasure, ever

sed.u.'ed them into forgetfidness of the real value of mortal

hope or joy. p]veu their love for eacli other was* we fear,

such as would by no means satisfy a real votary of romance.

That poetical gentleman, who said he knew only two

places in tlie universe—viz., where his mistress was, and
wiiere she was not—would have looked with scorn upon Mrs.

Moynelian ; for she knew a great many places besides

that where her husband was; and yet it was not saying a

little to assert that, after ten years of wedded life, there

was no other which she liked so well.

If, amongst the many who occasionally shared the hos-

pitality of iMoynehan's cottnge, some votary of fixshion

made Ids appearance, the life of these simjile people must

have appeared to him insipid, dull, and monotonous in the

extreme. There was nothing in their tranquil pastoral

enjoyments at all so hi^ldv seasoned as to satistV a devotee

of pl^'asure, and he would have attributed to the nature of

the life they led the insipidity which was wholly owing to

tho defect iu his own sense. But to the Moynehans,

9*
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vhose reiisli for the pleasures of innocence had never been

dulled by any acquaintance with those of vice, it did not

appear that tlicre was anything so tasteless or so burdensomo

in tlicir daily life. They found health in the morning air,

that blew freshly from the sunlit river, and relief from

weariness of mind in tiie occupations of their farm. Tlie

undccorated exhortation of their parish clergyman on

a Sunday, had with them more weight than all the

eloquence and leai-ning of a metropolitan pulpit upon the

ears of metropolitan hearers. It might be said of them

with truth, that they thought more with the heart than

with the head, and if they had not the learning, neither

had they the pride, of the pliilosophei'.

Fi"om this humble, simple life it was that the Moynehans
were called to the inheritance of Tipsy Hall. The news

came upon them somewhat unexpectedly, and it might be

almost said without a welcome. The cottage in which

they now lived had been their residence since they were

united. It was the birth-place of their only son, and the

scene of their calm and prosperous industiy during so many
happy years. The accession, however, to such a property

as that of Tipsy Hall was too important an addition to

their fortune to be neglected, and they prepared for a

removal. Mrs. Moynehan, in particular, had a strong

misgiving with respect to tins migration, and felt as if

every knock of the caipenters, as they were taking the

furnitui-e to pieces for the purpose of conveyance, sounded

the knell of their departing happiness. Tiiere was no

use, however, indulging, much less communicating, such

fancies.

Tlie day appointed for their removal came, and a number
of weeping friends and neighbours assembled to bid farewell

to their long-established associates and companions. An
elderly lady, who had often filled the office of counsellor

and instructor to Mrs. Moynehan on critical occasions,

and ^\ho had not been sparing of her rhetoric upon the
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present, gave so many hints with respect to a family of

the name of Tobin, living Mitliin the distance of two

miles of Tipsy Hall, that Mvs. Moynehan became quite

alarmed.
" I do not want to make you imeasy, my dear, by

what I say", concluded this sagacious friend, " but to

make you cautious in time. I know how little relish Mr.

Moynehan has for such society—indeed he's an angel of a

man—where will you meet such another?—buc men are

men after all—the best men are frail, and the Tobias arc

enough to corrupt a monastery''.

" Is it possible ?" said Mrs. Moynehan, astonished ;
'* I

thought Mr. Tobin was a magistrate of the county. Does

he not sit at the Quarter Sessions ?"

" He does—and a pretty magistrate he is ; but I don't

choose to say any more at present. I have said enougii

to put you on your guard, and that was my only reason

for speaking at all. The Tubins are a very good family,

no doubt, and have excellent connections, but it is a

wild house
!"

Mrs. Moynehan thanked her friend for those suggestions,

which she jjromised to bear in mind. Soon after they set

out for Tipsy Hall, their mode of conveyance being suited

i-ather to their pust than to their present forUines. It con-

sisted of a truckle or low cart with a block of timber for an

axle-tree. On this were laid a feather bed and quilt, on

whicli Mrs. Moynehan and her son Edmoiid, a child about

six years of age, took their seat, while Neddy Shaughnessy,

"the boy" who acted as charioteer to the group, sat

with his legs dangling from a corner. Behind rode Mr.

^loynehan on horseback, musing much upon their sudden

change of fortune. Even already his helpmate could ima-

gine that she beheld a shade of solicitude darkening over

his features, which, until this unhoped improvement had

taken place in their circumstances, were as clear aud un-

ruffled as a noontide lake.
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It was evening when they entered the small demesne of

Tipsy Hall, Mr. Moynehan still looking more serious than

he had ever done in his life before, and his soft-hearted

companion crying as if some terrible misfortune had
befallen them both. Her grief attracted the interest of

Kick Lillis, who at first entertained some involuntary

prejudice against his new master and mistress. In the

course of the evening, while he was busy in arranging

some furniture under her directions, she took an opportunity

of making some inquiries about theTobins.

"A family o' the name of Tobin, ma'am, please your

honour?" echoed Lillis, when he had heard her question.

" There is indeed then, an' there's none has betther rason to

know it than the mastlier's family; an' if youplase, ma'am,

plase your honour, Mvs. Moynehan, since you axed mo
the word, I'll tell you my mind o' them people, not out of

any ill-will to them, but the way you'd put the masther

upon his guard again 'cm, in case they'd be borrowiu*

money or inveiglin' him any way to his hurt. Them
Tobins, ma'am., arn't right people, with submission to you.

They'd borry money, an' tliey wouldn't pay it, an' if they

couldn't borry, there's rason for sayin that they'd go some

other way about gettin' it besides what would be proper.

You'd lend em a hundhert pounds, an' when you'd go to ax

for your money, afther, in place o' gettin' it or thanks,

instead of it may be 'tis to challenge you to fighfe 'em they

would— they're such jewel!e7-s, Lord save us! There isn't

such jew^li/ery goin' on all over L'eland, ma'am, as

what they goes on with ; a very black, terrible family,

ma'am".

In the course of the ensuing fortnight, nearly all the

families within three miles round, w ho had any pretensions

to gentility, had visited the new prc4>rietors of Tipsy Hall.

The Moynehans had never before received so much atten-

tion, or had to digest so large a quantity of civil flatiery.

The Tobins were almost the only family that might have
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been expected, and jet did not make their appearance.

Never, for a considerable time, was there so thorough a

revolution eflTected in any establishment as in that of Tipsy

Hall. Dining the ensuing two years, the mansion hardly

knew itself; every thing was done in order; the traces of a

sober and careful management were visible in all quarters.

They did not here consitler it a part of hospitality to make

their guests drunk at their table, and it was remarked by

Kick Lillis, that it was the first time since the foundation-

stone of the building had been laid, that two successive

years had rolled over the roof of Tipsy Hall, without its

being possible for any body to say with truth that he had

seen a human being " tossicated" within its walls, or a

tradesman leave the door with his bill unpaid.

Notwithstanding all that Mrs. Moynehan conld do to

prevent si;ch an occurrence, her husband became acquainted

with the Tobins, and relished their acquaintance. Their

wit, their fun, their show of good-nature and of hospitaHty,

could not fail to win some fiivour from one who really wa3

what they affected to be. Tliere are many persons whose

very virtues, or at least dispositions for virtue, are often

sources of strong temptation to themselves. Mr. Moyne-

han's frank and unsuspecting nature and social temperament

were to him occasions of imminent danger. The Tobins

talked so pleasantly, andso good-humouredly, and so good-

naturedly, that he found it impossible not to like their

company. Of the justice of this opinion, Mrs. Moynehan
could not form any correct idea, for as there were no

females amongst the family at Castle Tobin, she had never

set her foot within its precincts. Her opinion, at first so

unfavourable, became something more tolerant, however,

when, after several months had j)a5sed, she could not

recollect that her husband had once returned home with

any symptom of those excesses about him, which she had

been taugiit to ajiprcliend at Castle Tobin.

In another way, however, their acquaintance was not so
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advantapeous. On two or three occasions, old Mr. Tobin

had found it necessary to trespass on his friend Moynehan's

purse, to an amount ah'eady rather embarrassing; and

with what the latter could not help thinking the best

intentions in the world, these moneys had never been

repaid. Mrs, Moynehan, however, as soon asshe understood

what had taken place, was determined to provide against

a recurrence of the same misfortune. She entered upon

the subject one morning at the breakfast table, and after

a severe lecture on the injustice he was committing towards

tiieir child, as well as those who had better claims on his

assistance, obliged him to "make a vow" that he never

again would lend money to the Tobins without her con-

currence. He did so, and all was peace for some time

after.

All hitherto was well with Mr. Moynehan. He had a

property, moderate, it is true, but to which his industry

was daily adding something ; a wife who knew Buchan's

Domestic Medicine, in the country phrase, from cover to

cover; and in whose eyes he was, without exception, the

greatest man in Ireland; a promising boy, acknowledged

c:i all hands to be the " living image " of himself, and a

tenantry who looked up to him lor assistance and protection,

and were never disappointed. He rose at morning with

the sun, dressed iiimself briskly, was not ashamed to

go down on his knees to return thanks for the past, and

petition for the future; nor did he think himself a whit the

worse for never omitting this duty either at night or morning.

He kept a hospitable board ; a door " that opened with a

latch"; a bed for the traveller; a warm fire-side and a whole-

some dinner for the humble mendicant. When he had dis-

charged his duties las conscience was at rest, and if any of iiis

neighbours at such a time sought to make amends tor their

own delinquencies by lecturing him, he would listen in

silence, contented with having dona what other people ouljr

seemed to talk about.
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Tins life of tranquillity and goodness, however, was
doomed to meet witli a singular reverse. The fiend,

grown wiser than of yore,

AYho tempts by making rich, not inakinj poor,

put it into the head of some official functionary of the state

to appoint Mr. Moynelian a collector of assessed taxes

i ; his district, and into Mr. Moynehan's to accept it.

Vv hat the publicans were in the ancient Roman provinces,

the tax-collectors were at a certain period in '• our own
green isle", that is to say, persons well paid for taking pains

to make their own fortunes. A iew years before, the pro-

prietor of Tipsy Hall might have thought such a situation

not worthy of his acceptance, but a considerable alteration

had taken place in the afiairs of that establishment. It was
therefore with no little satisfaction that Mr. Moynehan re-

ceived the appointment, wholly ignorant as he was of the

innumerable risks by which it was attended. He had hereto-

fore been honest, and he did not see why a man might not be

an honest tax-gatherer as well as an honest farmer. Accor-

dingly he set about the duties of his new office with alacrity.

An eminent statesman, some years since, when about

to announce the intention of government to repeal the

assessed taxes in Ireland, assigned as one of the motives

which influenced ministers in coming to such a resolution—"that they were found to fall very heavy upon those

country gentlemen icho ivere kind ejwtigh to 2x11/ them".

Mr. Moynehan found few of his neighbours so disposed.

It was true, nothing could be more frank and hospitable

than the manner in which they all received him wlien he

came to their houses. They loaded him with attentions.

The best bed in the house and the best wine in the cellar

were at his service. They had company to meet Inm, and

they had a thousand little things whicli he might want,

and which they would tind an opportunity to send him.

But few articles liable to king's taxes could he find in their
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possession. They had no "winclows—no beartlis— no cowa
— no carriages; all the wealth which on the previous

evening had been displayed with so much munificence,

had dwindled on the following morning into absolute

poverty. Mr. Moynehau was thunderstruck ; but he could

not help himself. His predecessors in oflice, he was told,

had pursued a certain line of conduct, and he must not

make himself singular. Oil one occasion his preciseness

was near involving liira in a serious aflair. There was no

carriage, he was told ; and as he knew that truth towards

a tax-gatherer was not here regarded with mnch scru-

pulosity, he asked to see the coach-house. The gentleman

bowed in assent, but signified at the same time that he

considered such conduct as an impeachment of his veracity.

Mr. Moynehan did not persist, and he was favoured in a

few days with a cordial salute from this veracious gentleman

as he passed him in a dashing cabriolet. It was indeed

a thing almost impossible (so irresistible is the influence

of bad example) to hold the ofiice and to keep the hands

untainted

—

And tilings impossible can't be,

And never, never come to pass.

Temptation effected for Mr. ]Moynehan what it has effected

for millions. It wrought his fall. Bribes were poured in

upon him from all quarters. One supplied his table—one

his manger—another his binn— a fourth his cellar—

a

hundred his pantry. Every house in the country had a

convivial board, a comfortable chamber, and a blazing fire

for the tax-gatherer. The least he felt to be expected for

these civilities was (like the unjust steward), where one

owed a hundred bushels to the state, to take his pen and
write down fifty, or perhaps not a fifth of that, and it often

hajipened that even that fifth remained unpaid.

Those who have once enjoyed the peace of a pure con-

science, cannot find repose in its opposite. Neither the
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inflnonce of an example that seemed almost nniversal, nor

tlie stunted maxims of convenience by which tlie tax-

gatherer sought to satisfy his mind, could malie his new

life happy. " What signifies it ! when the loss is divided

amongst so many that tliey can't feel it?"—" Sure every

body is doing it".—"AVhat good would it do to have one

out of a thousand go against all the rest ?" Such were the

arguments by wiiich at moments of reflection he resisted

the warnings of conscience, but which could not wholly

silence its reproaches. We grieve to relate the issue.

When peace of mind is lost, men generally seek to supply

its place by false excitement, and so did Mr. Moynehan.

He found it easier to divert his attention from the con-

sideration of his evil ways, than to take up a vigorous re-

solution and amend them. Accordingl}', Moynehan, the

pattern of sobriety and decorum to his neiglibourhood, fell

by degrees into habits of vulgar dissipation. He seldom

now returned sober to his home. His rational hours were

hours of hurry, and fretfulness, and impatience, and he

now was only mirthful when reason had been drowned in

whisky punch.

It must not be supposed, however, that this course was

deliberately chosen by Mr. !Moyneh:in ; on the contrary,

tiiere was scarcely a morning on which he did not renew

his determination of altering his life, and scarce an evening

after which this determination did not require a renewal.

"Say no more, Mary, say no more", he said, after

Mrs. Moynehan had given utterance to one of her customary

morning counsels ;
" I tell you this is the last night I will

ever dine away from home".
" You have often said that".

"Well, I will fulfil it now".

"Take my advice, Edmond, and do not dine to-night at

Castle Tobin. You know that you no lon;:er leave that

bouse in the condition that you ought. The place and the

company would overcome all the resolutions that were
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ever made. Oh, my dear husband, jou are putting an

ond to all our happiness, and, what is worse, you are

securing your own destruction. Do, Edmond, be guided

at last by one who loves you better than ever the Tobins

did. Do not continue to destroy our comfort and tiic

hopes of our poor child ; I wish we had never left our

little cottage on the Shannon side; I wish we had never

heard of this estate, that has brought sin and ruin to our

doors. Will you not grant me this request, my dear

husband ? Will you not look to yourself before it is too

late ? You dare not think of continuing such a life, and

how can you tell what time may be given you for amend-
ingit?"

" Say no more, now, Mary,— say no more".
" But I must say more, Edmond, until I have your

promise. I am more than ever anxious on this morning,

ibr I had the most dreadful dreams last night about you

and the Tobins ".

"Pooh, pooh, nonsense".

" It may be so, and I trust it is so ; but I can't help

thinking of it. I thought that they made you stay to dine

at Castle Tobin, and that after making you drunk, they

were murdering you in a private room, while you cried out

to them to give you time for repentance, but they refused

it". As she said this, she cast herself weeping upon her

husband's neck.

"What folly, my dear!" exclaimed Moynehan in an

angry tone. "I wonder you could pay attention to such

silly thoughts ; to talk in that manner of the Tobins ! some

of the best fellows breathing, and the warmest friends

I have ".

" If they were your real friends", said jMrs. Moynehan,
" they Avould not do so much as they are doing to bring

about your ruin. We were happy until we knew them.

Listen to me, Edmond. You have already done us

grievous injury—to me and to your child, and, worst of all,
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to yonrself. Stop where you are, and go no farther on the

road to ruin. Ik-gin this instant, by resolving not to go
to-night to Castle Tobin, and by keeping that good re-

solution ".

"But I promised Tobin, my dear".

"Break that promise, and come home", said Mrs.

Moynehan. " If you expect to change your whole plan of

life without meeting any difficulties, or without being

obliged to use any violence to your own wishes, or to those

of others, you are mistaken, I can assure you. Make this

one effort resolutely, and the next will be easy".

"Pooh, my dea-r; is it not a great deal better to keep

this one promise, since I have made it, and to-morrow, and
for the future, to take care to make no promise at all ?"

"It is not", said Mrs. Moynehan. "Every new sin

makes the bad habit twice as strong
;
you will find it

harder to refuse promising to-moiTOw, than you do to

break the promise you have made to-day. llemain at

home this evening, Edmond, and begin what you dare not

think of leaving unbegun for ever".

The tax-gatherer paused to meditate. Reform and be

at peace! A happy prospect; but how enormous was tlie

mountain of guilt that now lay between him and his past

condition. All that he had ever pilfered from the public

purse must be restored. That aw lul word " llestitution"

had more of terror in it than all besides. What!
condemn himself to poverty and want fur all future life,

in order to refund the thousands at the embezzlement of

which he had connived. ^Vhy, two long lives, spent in

the closest economy, would not enable him to repay one

half tiie amount. Still, justice confronted him with her

immutable countenance ; it must be done, or he wao lost

for ever.

May one be pardoned, and retain the offence?

lie struggled with the uncomfortable conviction ; and
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wliile he did so, the prospect of Mr. Tobln's jovial board,

the pleasant lau!;!iing fiices and inspiring cheer by wliich

it was to be enlivened, came before lilm, and the words

"lost for ever!" died away on the horizon of his thought

with a flint and feeble echo.

While he was deliberating, the liour arrived for his de-

parture.

" No", he said to his wife, " I cannot and I will not

break my promise of dining with Tobin ; but this is the

last evening I will ever dine away from home. Mind
now—I have said it, and you shall find that I will keep

my word".

Mrs. Moynehan said no more, but a look of agony told

her disappointment. On entering the hall he found a

number of people assembled at his levee as usual.

" My master's compliments, Sir, with a pair of young
turkeys for Mrs. Moynehan".

"My master's compliments. Sir, with a bag of oats".

" My master's compliments, Sir, an' he has the grass o'

the cow ready now, that he was talkin of".

" My master's compliments. Sir "

And a dozen other presents, which there was no re-

fusing. The messengers were dismissed with suitable

answers, and the state was defrauded of a fresh portion

of its revenue. Open-eyed, Mr. Moynehan consented to

the peculation of some fifty or sixty jjounds additional

from his Majesty's exchequer. And his only apology was
custom. Every body did it ! Devouring custom !

But all was now ready for his departure, and Mrs. Moy-
nehau's deeper anxieties were swallowed up in providing

for his personal comfort.

'Remember, Eiimond, if anything should oblige you to

spend the nigiit at Castle Tobin, to look well to the sheets.

You remember the last night you slept there that you were

near bringing home your death of cold. If you just

hold the sheet that way to your cheek for half a minute
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ftafeing A comer of her apron to suit the action to the

word), you can tell at once whether it is damp or not.

Here's the opodeldoc—and the thing for the tooth-ache.

Nelly! Nel—Jy!"
" Goin', goin', ma'am".

*' Where's the comforter?"
" Tis in the pocket o' the masther's loodt/, ma'am".
*' That terrible stumbling mare ! I don't know how you

can trust your life to her. But you men absolutely don't

know what fear is. Nelly! Nel—lyl"
" Goin', ma'am, goin'

!"

" Where's the child ?"

"Mastlier Mnn, where are yon, sir? Dont you hear

yourself callin'?"

The child was brought out to receive his father's cus-

tomary parting caress. Many further additions were made
to those

-kngtliened sas;e advices

The husband fra the wife despises,

before the tax-gatherer mounted his horse and rode away.

Trotting briskly down the avenue which led to the high

road, a few hours' easy riding brought him to the district

in which his business for the day was principally cast. It

is not necessary to follow him through the detail of all his

occupations. He collected a tolerable sum at the houses

of the neighbouring gentry, and in disregard of Mrs. Moy-
nehan's " counsels sweet", took the road to Castle Tobin.

For a long time after they had left the main road, he

was accompanied by Kick Lillis, who still filled the same

situation in the employment of Mr. Moyuehan that Faustulus

did in that of the Latin monarch. The evening had a

menacing look, and both occasionally glanced at the

gathering masses of vapour over head, without venturing

to exchange their apprehensions. At length, the following

conversation arose between them.



214 THE BARBER OF BANTRT.

"Mastlier".

"Well, Kick?**

"Will you tell me, sir, if you plasc, how mnch money
you may have about you at this pras'nt moment?"

" Why do you ask ?»

"Oh, for rasons o' my own".
"1 liave near five hundred pounds",
*' 'Tis a dale o' money ", said liick.

" It is, indeed ".

"Tills is a lonesome road, masthcr**.
" Tis, Hick ".

"An' do you mane to come back this way to-night

from Castle Tobin, sir?"

" If I should not be prevailed upon to remain for the

night".

Kick looked dissatisfied.
"

'Twas but a poor choice *', said he, " between the

bog and the cliff. I'm not over satisfied, master, about

the proprietj of your having so much money about you
late at night, an' goin' such a lonesome road. Sure you
know, sir, 'twouldn't be wisliiu' to you for a dale, you lost

that money to-night ".

" Twould not be wishing to me. Rick, for near five

hundred pounds ".

" Ayah, it's no joke at all, masther, nor no laughin*

matther either. I declare I don't like the thoughts of it,

at all. 1 tell you there's bad boys about these mountains.

I'd just as soon expect that one o' them lads would let a

handful o' money that way pass him by, as I would

to see a cat left alone with a pail o' milk, an' to have no

call to it ".

"Don't you know. Rick, that in the reign of Brian

Boroimhe, a young lady travelled on foot through Ireland,

with a gold ring on the top of a long wand, to show

that there was no such thing as a rogue in the whole

island?"
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" Why then, sir, sonuher to the bit of t1iat lady ever

set foot in these mountains, or if she did, it's more than

she could do these times. Be said by me, sir, an' go home
safe an' sound with your money, while you have it ".

" There is no danger. Rick ", said his master, " for if I

should not choose to encounter the midnight journey, I can

take a bed at Castle Tobin ".

" Why then, I'll tell you my mind out o' the face ",

said Rick ;
" that's a plan I don't like one bit betthcr

than the other. The Lord forgive us, 'tisn't in my way,

nor any one else's, to be spakin' ill o' those that arn't con-

vanient to defend themselves ; but there's rasons for what

I say. I'd be very unfond, if I had it, to pass the night

at Castle Tobin with such a sum o' money as that. Them
Tobiiis have a bad report iu the counthry : they're needy,

bould, daarin young men (an' Heaven forgive me if I

belies 'em), that would a'most rob a priest. I declare, I'd

rather of the two take the road itself, bad as it is. An' see,

along with that, the night is threat'nin' ".

Mr. Moynehan could not help feeling struck, in spite of

himself, with the double warning that was given him by
both his wife and servant. The reports of robberies, and
even worse, among these lonesome hills were not unfrcquent;

and it. would, he knew, be certain and total ruin to him
and to his family to lose such a sum as he at present held

in his saddle-bags. Such, however, is tlie infatuation of

habit, that he could not reist the temptation of spending

a jovial evening with the Tobins, renewing, nevertheless,

his determination not to suflcr any persuasion to lead him,

on this night at least, beyond the bounds of perfect mo-
deration. It was true he felt some uncomfortable twinges

of conscience when he recollected certain immutable

trutiis which he was in the habit of hearing more
frequently tlian he heeded their significance; such as that

he who ivills the cause, iviUs the effect, and that he tvho

would Jly the fault must Jli/ the tonptation, and that it is
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impossible to court the occasion and avoid the consequence;

with other maxims of the kind, which, when they pressed

ill too troublesome a manner upon bis recollection, lie

strove to banish by putting spurs to his mare, or entering

into further conversation with Rick Lillis, as he strove to

keep pace with his master.

By this time the night had begun to put its menaces

into execution. The wind, now risen high, came howling

up the mountain road behind them, and rustling in the

fields of rushes and bog myrtle which skirted the lone-

some track. The clouds, with outline faintly visible in

the gathering darkness, drove rapidly over head, as if

scared by some terrific poVer rising far behind on the

horizon. Large drops of rain gave warning of the ap-

proaching deluge, and both travellers fastened a few

additional buttons, and put their horses to a quicker pace.

Before the storm had burst in all its terror, they had

reached a crossway where it had been arranged that Lillis

should t;ike the homeward road, while Mi'. Moynehau
continued his route to Castle Tobin.

CHAPTER VI.

It is necessary that we anticipate the amval of the tax-

gatherer, in order to give with all the brevity consistent

with clearness of narrative, an account of the company

who awaited him.

There was, in the first place, Mr. Tobin, the first of the

family who had made his appearance in the country, and

who had built the Castle to which he gave his fiimily

name. Tliis castle, it should be stated, was no castle at

all, but a plain house, dignified with that sounding name,

from its occupying what was once the site of a strong-

hold of the old Earlo of Desmond. Busy and malicious



THE BARBER OF BANTRT. 217

tongues asserted that Mr. Tobin had left his native

countiy charged with the crime of j\Iarmion, but nothing

positive was ever known upon tlie subject.

One of his first acts was not calculated to conciliate the

good will of the country people. In order to procure

materials for the building, he took down the remaining

walls of an old monasterv, Avhich stood at a little dis-

tance, rather than, at a slight increase of expense, be at

the pains of drawing stones from a neighbouring quarry.

And it was told of him as an instance of retributive

justice, that in giving directions respecting the shaping

of one of those stones, a splinter flew off, and, striking

him in the right eye, deprived him fur ever of the benefit

of that organ.

There was one peculiarity in the site chosen for the

edifice which is worth observing. It was so constructed

that both the principal sitting-room and bed-room were iu

no less than three different counties, so that in case a

bailiff should make his way unexpectedly into either

apartment, Mr. Tobin, by shifting his chair from one side

of the parlour fire-place to another, could plead an

illegal caption, or if invaded at his dressing table, might

jun)p into bed and defy the law and its ofEcer to-

gether.

He had two sons, who were not blessed with an equal

share of the parental affection. The idea had got into

the heads of Mr. Tobin and his lady that the eldest boy

was not their son, but a changeling, and the unhappy
child was a suflferer to this wretched prejudice. They
made him do the work of a menial in their kitchen, while

the second was elevated to the place and privileges of the

first born. It was perhaps fortunate for the elder in

some respects, as he became the only amiable member of

his family. Wisdom, like grief, says somebody, is an
affection of the mind, and not a thing to be taught by
lectures. It was so the elder Tobin learut it, but the

10
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unkindness of his friends affected bis health, and he died

young.

He was much missed at Castle Tobin, but the wicked

preference of the parents was not left without some

punishment. Young Tobin grew up to be a fine young

man, and fought, and hunted, and drank, and gambled,

and showed himself in every way a real son of his

father, and no changeling whatsoever. And accordingly

the father doted on him.

One morning, say the historians of the neighbourhood,

^Ir. Tobin saw his son going out at a very early hour.

He asked him where ho was going, and the young man
answered carelessly " noicherc, only up the mountains to

fight a duel". AVhether through recklessness, or that he

disbelieved the young scapegrace, tlie father is reported

to have recommended linn to " take the grayhounds willi

him, and that he might have a very pretty course when it

was over". Tlie son adopted the suggestion, but there

was no occasion fur tlie dogs. He was brought home, iu

less than two hours after, a corpse, to Castle Tubin.

It was on the death of his wife, which followed soon

after, that old Tobiu adopted Frank, his nephew, to whom,
as he was one ot the company on this occasion, it is ne-

cessary that we direct our attention for a little lime.

Frank Tobin had the misfortune of being

"A self-willed imp, a grandame's child",

and was left for his education altogether to the system of

society in which he grew up. As to restraint, he never

knew what it was to have his wishes contradicted in a

single instance in which it was physically possible to

comply with them. His grandmamma, it should be

known, was a great lady, and had spent many years

abroad, where she had picked up several notions which it

was very hard to understand. She hated anything that

people were used to. Nothing would do for her either iu
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the way of ribands or principles, except it was spick-and-

span new. If it were possible to administer noiuishnient

at the cars, Mrs. 'fobiu never would have wished to see

the mouth employed for that purpose ; and one would

think, to hear her speak, that it was mere prejudice ma<lc

all mankind persevere in walking erect instead of creeping

on all-fours. In a word, good Mrs. Tobiu was rather a

charlatan in her notions about educating children, and

Master Frank Tobin was not five years old btfure he

began to turn her foible to his own account; for none are

more quicksighted than children in perceiving whether the

individual entrusted with their instruction is a quack or a

person of common sense. 'i'hough not altogether an ill-

natured child, he became, from IMrs. Tobin's system of

passive compliance, one of the greatest pests and tyrants

that ever plagued a household. His father and mother,

who had never travelled, did not altogether relish Mrs.

Tobin's plans, but they A\ere afraid to interfere. His

prandmotljer was rich, and they thought she would make
Frank her heir.

But she died and disappointed them, as Frank had dis-

appointed her. And what was now to be done ? Here
was Frank, a fine gentleman, too proud to take any

situation, and too poor to do without it. His mode of

life was now somewhat Gurious. lie used to spend a

great part of the day fishing, or shooting, or coursing, and

the produce of his sport he forwarded to the diti'erent

families in the neiglibourhood with whom he was con-

nected by affinity or by liking. He could glaze windows,

and cement broken china, and mend old furniture, and

tune pianos, and play a little on the flute, and execute

sundry little offices of that kind, which made him a

Avelcome visitor at tiie houses of most of hi3 country

friends. And if he had confined his accon)pli.>hnient3 to

Buch matters as these, all would have been well ; but it

was far otherwise. Although very good-humouix;d at a
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convivial meeting, and capable of singing a hearty song

and passing a merry jolie, he was plagued with an un-

fortunate temper, which was continually involving him in

disputes. He had, however, by some means got the name
of an humourist, and his last adventure was circulated as

regularly in his own ciicle as the last bon mot of a legal

t'aiictionary in our own day. There was scarce an Assize

or Quarter Sessions at which Frank Tobia had not to

answer some score of charges for assault and battery. A
child of liberty, Frank could not, from his boyhood,

endure any system of human law, which he conceived

wholly unnecessary for the maintenance of society. All

law and government, he used to say, teas a job; a mere

trick, intended for the purpose of putting money into the

pockets of lawyers, and throwing impediments in the way
of young fellows who were " inclined for fun". It was
all an invention of roguish attorneys and counsellors. This

tlieoretical antipathy to the entire system was not without

its practical effects; for Frank Tobin visited severely on

the persons of the individual professors, when they

happened to fall in his way, his abstract dislike of the pro-

fession. His highest game, however, in this way, were

the bailiffs and tipstaffs, who were sent to apprehend him

for his misdemeanours, or at best some Special Sessions

Attorney, and with these he waged perpetual and im-

placable war.

He was first recommended to the notice of his uncle by
a characteristic incident. He was sauntering one day

through the mountains in the neighbourhood of Castlo

Tubin, when he saw a countryman at a little distance

walking to and fro upon a field and looking very disconsolate,

" Well, my good man", said Frank, " what's the

matter with you ?"

" Ah, plase your honour, I'm destroyed. I have a lat'

ijicat again' that man over, au' I don't know from Adam
bow will I take him".
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He pointed to a house about twentj yards distant. On
the half door, which was closed, rested the muzzle of a

blunderbuss, and behind sat the proprietor, quietly seated

in his chair, and seeming to wait the first hostile move-

ment on the part of his ailversary. Having ascertained

from the man that the case was one of peculiar hardship,

Frank Tobin, who was a kind of knight errant in a small

way, and quite as ready to encounter danger in another's

behalf as in his own, determined to assist him. He bade

the man continue to walk up and down while he went to

seek assistance. He had not gone fiir before he met one

of his companions.

'"Tom", said he, "have you got a stick?"

« I have, sir".

" Do you see that hous3 over ?"

" I do, sir".

" Well, go round and stand o' one side the back door,

and when you see a man running out there, knock him
down".

" I will, sir".

Away went Tom, while Frank, slipping close along the

front of the house, laid both hands upon the muzzle of

the blunderbuss and eti'ectually secured it. The fellow,

as he had anticipated, ran for the back door, where Tom
with great punctuality knocked him down. Both then de-

livered their prisoner into the hands of the man who. had
got what he called the "latificat", while Frank said:

" That's the way to do business, my lad, and not to be

looking for any of your latitats nor rattle-traps neither.

If you take my advice, you never will have any call to the

law. It would be long befure one of your threc-and-nine-

penny schemers " ould show you how to serve tliat bit of

paper after you had got it".

It happened that the man was a tenant of his uncle,

Avho, on hearing of the affair, took Frank under his ])a-

tronage, which be still continued to afford him, with some
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restraint, however, on liis favourite inclinations, as Mr.

Tobin's character obliged bim to maintain some degree of

decorum towards bis old fues, a circumstance wbicb many
thoiigbt would prey upon bis licidtli.

Besides these were \N'i!l Butler, so named for bis pro-

digious strength of limb and wonderful agility of muscle,

v^bich almost enabled him to realise the fables of Fleet-

foot in the fliry tale ; and Mr. Dungan, Frank's old

tutor, whom bis grandmother bad engaged for no other

reasons, according to their bumble neighbours, who are

often as shrewd as their superiors, than that "he was just

as cracked as she Avas herself. He bad some strange

notions about the pronunciation of the letter C, which had

gone against bim all through life, but which he would

rather die than surrender.

Such were the principal individuals of the company,

v.lioni ]\Ir. Moynehan was asked to meet to-night at

Castle Tobia.

iio WHS received with a tumult of delight, Frank Tobin

undertaking, when they had sat down, to make bim ac-

quainted with the people in the room.

"That's Will Buffer sitting near my uncle. Did you

ever meet Will Buffer before ? He's one of the ablest

f('llows in Ireland. I saw bim lift a deal table wiih his

teeth. He can somerset over his horse. You never saw
such a smart fellow. He can run like the wind".

" And who is that next your fiither ?"

"That! Oh, that's Tom Goggin. You'll soon know
who Tom Goggin is. He's a groat wit. You never beard

a fellow tell sucb stories, nor say such good things, as

Tom. He'd make you split your sides laughing, listening

to hira".

There was something in tbe appearance of Tom Goggin
and tbe Buffer, which iMr. Moynehan did not altogftlier

relish, nor was his prejudice lemoved by the manners of

both in tbe course of the evening. Tbe Buffer was one cf



THE BARBER OF BAN IKY. 220

tbose characters occasionally to be met in the Ireland of

tliat da}-—rare, we believe, in our own. lie had jut^i

enough of the gentleman in his appearance to lorni a con-

venient mnsii for tlie l>tilly, wiiicli was his real character.

W itii an ajjpearance of lict-headed in!potuoi?ity, lie liad ui;-

derneath a low and seliisli ciiimini;. He knew per.'irctlv ii

whom he might be rnde, and in what quarter his ignoiaiu

contradictions might be hurled with injpunity; but no one

bad ever caught him playing off the bully towards any one

who was capable of afiurilii)g him a dinner and bed, oi-

from whom he might at any time calculate upon a seasun-

able loan of money. With sucli persons he was content

to be a good-humoured and unresisting companion ;—

a

degree of servility for which he compensated to his wounded

pride by unprovoked and invariable insolence to all those

individuals iVom whom he expected nothing, because tlnv

had nothing to aiford. Incapable, either by any natura,

or acquired superiority of mind, of attracting the attention

of a well-educated ciicle, he usually opened his conversa-

tion by a direct contradiction of tlie last speaker, alway>

provided the last speaker were not a person from whom in;

Lad anything to hope for.

Kor was the wit in the least degree more prepossessii g.

Tom Goggin's forte was a horse-laugh ; it was almost ail

that he could do in the way of social communion, and,

accordingly, his single faculty was put to frequent use. Ho
might be said to have laughed his way tlirough life.

AVhenever he said what he meant for a good thing, he

chorused the efJbrt with a liearty laugh, and his companions

had gradually fallen into the habit of joining him, until at

lengtii he got the reputation of a wit. Probably his hearers

thought no one had a better right to know what a joke

was wortti than the mstn who had matte it. But Tom
Goggin's taculty of hmghing served liim in many otlnr

ways. It \>as just as useful to bin; in applauding anothei"s

joke as in procuring synipathy for his own. If Tom haa
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injured yonr reputation, and that you reraonsti'ateJ with

him about it, lie lauglied until it beciune almost impossible

to avoid joining iiim. If he had purloined your great coat

or umbrella by way of joke, and you reclaimed your pro-

perty, he would laugh, and laugh, and laugh, until you
^ave up all hope of gettiiifi; an answer from him. If you

were fool enough to lose temper, and set about cliasti.-^iiig

him, Tom would still laugli, and it was ten to one, if you

were not on your guard, but he would have the whole

country iRughing at you too.

Notwithstanding all this fun, there was something, as

we have said, in Tom's countenance which the tax-gatherer

did not relish. There was more, he thought, of meanness,

than of either good-humour or good-nature, in all his

laughter, and whilst he observed the half-knowing leer

which he sent around the room as he gave vent to one of his

good things, he felt less inclined to laugh, than to exclaim

with honest Dogberry :
" Friend, hold thy peace ; I do not

like thy look, I promise thee".

The evening, nevertheless, rolled pleasantly away, and

the tax-gatherer was tempted more than once to overstep

the bounds which he had prescribed to himself on leaving

home. For a long time, however, he restrained himself,

nor was it until late that habit and the occasion overcame
his prudence. It was observed that when he had done so,

although he soon entered fully, and even wildly, into the

revel spirit of the night, there was something strange and
peculiar in his manner during the whole evening. He was
fitful in his mirth, and his loudest and most boisterous

bursts of hilarity were succeeded by long fits of absence

and absorbing silence, as if he were on the eve of some
enterprise, in which the fortunes of his life were interested.

Tiie truth was, that the recollection of his gold, the

warnings of his wife and Itick, and his prejudice against

the ne.v guests, to whom he had to-nii;ht been introduced,

made Moynehau anxious to see the money safe at Tipsy
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Hall. AccordIn;^l3', about midnight, and in the midst of a

wild bacchanalian uproar, he astonislied his host and

bottle-coinpanions by suddenly rising, and dfclating his

intention of going home. Never did a proposition excite

more general indignation. Never had so pleasant a P'irty

been so iinexpecteily broken up. Tom G'lgL^in had never

been so happy ; Will Buffer ha 1 given three somersets,

and kicked the ceiling with his heels ; and Ne'l Stokes, a

capital fellow, who was at every party because he knew
how to sing a comic song, was just going to give them
"The Irish Schoolmaster". He had actually begun,

Mistlier Byrne was a man
Of a very grate bij? knollidge,

An' behind a quickset hedge
III a bog he kept his college,

when the tax-gatherer rose. Everybody strove to dissuade

bim.
" Why, 'tis blowing a perfect storm", said Mr. Tobin.
•' And that mountain road", exclaimed P'rank, " where

robberies are as common as—as—anything".
" I — la—can't help it—I must be home to-night", ex-

claimed Moynehan, endeavouring to resist the rising deli-

rium that was already making inroads on his reason, and

afftcting an air of great industry and seriousness. " I

have some accounts to make up that must be ready for the

post to-morrow '.

" If you have any loose cash about you, sir", said

Goggin, rolling his eye about the room, and winking on the

coni!)any, "I'd advise you to let me take care of it for

yon".

In the burst of laughter which followed this effusion Mr.

Moynehan left the room, followed by the Tobins, wlio con-

tinued in vain to represent to him, with all tiie force of

language and of argument which the glass had left them,

the dangers of a solitary journey through the inuautain? at

so late an hour, it was in vain, likewise, that the wind

10*



226 THE BARBER OF BANTRY.

dashed in the door as soon as the latch was raised, •with

such force as to extinguish all tiie lights they had brought

into the hall, and almost to destroy the tottering equili-

brium of the tax-gatherer. He seemed determined to

make up by obstinacy for the deficiency of argument, and

resolved, at all events, to undertake the journey. But-

toning np his great coat to his chin, and shaking the

hands of his companions and his host with vehement cor-

diality, he sprung upon his mare, and with a wild hailoo,

clashed forward through the stormy night gloom. For

some minutes the revellers stood to hear the shout repeated,

and the tramp of the horse's hoofs growing fainter in the

distance, until it had ceased to reach their ears. Soon

after the company broke up, the Bufier and Tom Goggin

riding off together.

The next morning the tax-gatherer's horse was found

Avithout a rider, at a little distance from his house, and the

saddle-cloth and bridle had the marks of blood. The truth

was at once disclosed to the perplexed and agonised widow,

for so she was already deemed. Mrs. Moynehan acted on

the occasion with more firmness and resignation than

might have been expected from her. She caused the

most thorough search to be made along the line of roads,

and through the fields and bogs, that lay between their

Louse and Castle Tobin. Every bog-hole was dragged,

and every corner ransacked, but in vain. A woman of

strong mind and deep affections, the shock to Mrs. Moyne-
han was proportionably violent.

" Look, Edmond", she said, holding up the bloody

housing, and looking "ith agony on her orphan child as

he entered iier aj)artmcnt, "look at all that is left us of

your father".

The boy started for a moment, as if at a loss to com-
prehend her meaning.

" My dear child", said the widow, " let M-hat is our

ruin be at least }our warning. Your lather, who left
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home yesterday in perfect health, will never now return to

us again. He lias been nnirdered on his road".

The boy turned pale and red by turns, as he looked

from the sadille-cloth to his mother's countenance, and
said at last in a whisper:

" I)y whom, mother ?"

" Heaven only can tell that, and he who did it", said

the widow. " Oh, it was an evil day for us all, when ho

accepted that situation. Till then be was happy, good,

and virtuous—he made all happy round him. But now—

"

At these words, and at the recollection of the altered

life which her husband had been leading during his latter

years, the uniiappv woman swooned away, and was con-

veyed to her apartment. Years rolled away, and the cir-

cumstances attending the disappearance of the tax-gatherer

remained enveloped in a darkness as deep as that in

which he had set out on his last journey. A proclamation

was issued from Dublin Castle, commencing with the

usunl :
" Whereas, some evil-minded person or persons,

etc.": and otiering a reward of two hundred guineas for the

detection of the murderer, but in vain. "Whether he had

been struck by lightning, stifled in a bog, torn to pieces

(as some sage fair ones hinteii) by evil spirits, or des-

troyed by beings no less malignant of his own form and

species, were questions that exhausted speculation and re-

mained unsolved. The broken-hearted widow sought some

consolation for the terrible stroke in devoting herself to

the education of her son, whom she determined to bring up

in the strictest principles of religion and virtue.

CHAPTER VII.

About fifteen years before this period, there stood, within

a hundred paces of the outskirts of B , a house of

moderate size, of which no living eye has seen a trace. It



228 THE BARBER OF BANTRT.

was tenanted by an humble barber of the name of O'Beme.

Beside the dwelling stood a lofty elder, in which the mag-

pie and the goldtiiich built their nests. Behind was a

garden, stocked with heads of cabbage, some rows of

gooseberry and currant trees, \\ith a few wall-flowers and

marigolds of flaming yellow. A handsome pole, rising

obliquely from the doorway, and bearing at its summit a

tuft of hair that streamed upon the wind, announced to

jiassengers the vocation of the owner. On either side of

the entrance, two small plots sprinkled with the commonest

flowers, and fringed with rows of London pride or bache-

lors' buttons, gave grace and fragrance to tiie decent tene-

ment. The tliievish sparrow reared his noisy brood be-

neath the eaves, and at evening, the robin would often

sing his short and plaintive song amongst the elder boughs.

The house of the barber, on Saturday evenings, alJbrded

a lounge to many of the neighbouring villagers. Here,

while O'Berne stropped his razors, or tucked a snow-white

napkin under the grisly chin of some unwashed artizan,

the many who waited to undergo a similar operation would

lean agjiinst the well-scoured dresser, or take a hay-

bottomed chair near the door, discussing politics, foreign

and domestic, circulating the easy jest, or listening to the

piquant anecdote. Amongst these persons there were few

subjects on wiiich the opinion of O'Berne had not ccnside-

rable weight ; and few ventured to interrupt the current

of his speech, while, as he raised the moliient foam, he

would reveal to his wondering hearers the designs of many
a potentate and miuistei", who fondly deemed them a secret

to the world.

The barber, as it was generally said, had migrated to

tliis village from the south-western town of B;intry. It

was in the tenth year of his only son, Godfrey, this remo-

v.il took place. Soon after, chance threw the latter ii. the

^\.iyof a singular education. One evening, during the

I.ic^t year of their residence at B , tlie barber v/m
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busy, as usual, in preparing his shop for the customers

who generally dropped in when the bn.-;iness of tiie day

was over. While thus engaged, an old gentleman entered,

a white-haired, venerable looking man, but with evebrows

black as coal, and something in the expression of his dry

and shrivelled features that was unaccountably repulsive

and forbidding. It was not tbat he was morose, for his

countenance wore a continual smile, and he seemod ever

on the watch for something to jest about ; but sternness

itself would have been more agreeable than this uncordial

mirth. It was a dry and heartless levity, not genuine good

humour ; and evidently indulged in, rather for the gratifi-

cation of his own vanity than from a desire of ailording

pleasure to others. Seeing little Godfrey playing on the

floor, he began to question him, and was so much enter-

tained with the thoughtful solemnity of his answers, that

he proposed, if the barber would allow it, to take him

into his household. O'Berne feared to miss an offer

of patronage which promised so much advantage to his

son, and promised with many expressions of gratitude,

to take him to the gentleman's house on the following

day. •

The mansion was situated in a lonely and barren heath,

about seven miles from the village. It was a bare, wild

looking edifice, occupying the ceutre of an enclosure (it

could iiardly be called a demesne), on which not a single

branch of foliage was to be seen, east or west, north or

south, that could qualify in the least degree the natural

dreariness of the place. The first impression of the scene

sunk down like lead upon the mind ot tlie younger Go 1-

frey. A peasant, whom they overtook upon the road, and

from whom they made inquiries respecting the proprietor,

told them " that vory little was known about him at all

ia them parts; that he had no one livin' with him, only

an ould woman that used to dress his food and do the

kitchen work, and that it was said he was a foreigner ; but
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he was livin' there a good lorifj while, and nothing was
ever known to his disparagement".

Tliey found the old gentleman within. Seeing little

Godfrey rather low-spirited at the prospect before him, he

took him into the library, which was pretty Avell furnished,

and took some pains to reconcile him to his new abode.

Here young Godfi-ey remained for six years, during

which time his only companions, except when he went to

spend a day at his father's, were the proprietor of the

mansion, the old woman, and, far more entertaining and

interesting to him than either, the books which burdened

the shelves of the small library. Reading, likewise, v\ as

the constant occupation of his master. Seldom did he

favour Godfrey with any conversation, and vvheu he did,

it Avas in such a brief and half-sneering style, that the

latter did not lament his general taciturnity. Never had

he heard of a man who lived so isolated—so entirely cen-

tred in himself—as his new master. Kor while he secluded

himself from all ordinary intercourse wkh the world in

which he lived, was it for the purpose of devoting himself

with more freedom to the concerns of another; for Godfrey

never observed in his master any of those actions .or ex-

pressions, by which men are accustomed to intimate their

recollections of a higher allegiance than any they owe on

Earth. His patronage, however, and the leisure which he

here enjoyed, enabled Godfrey O'Berne to lay up a store

of information, which, though nearly useless, and in some

points worse than useless, from want of method, was far

more extensive than was usual in his station. The sudden

death of his patron deprived him unexpectedly of those

brilliant hopes to which his father looked forward with

a sanguine eye. Tlie recluse was found one morning in

his bed a corpse, and Gudfrey was recalled to the paternal

threshold, as much in mystery with respect to the cha-

racter and history of his late master as when first ha

entered his house.
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In about a year after, the elder O'Berne himself being

struck with his death sickness, sent for his son, who was

at this time I lie only living member of his family. The
latter, who was on a visit at the house of a friend in the

neighbourLiig city, came without loss of time to receive the

dying injunctions of his only parent. He found the latter

seated in the arm-chair which was usually allotted to his

customers, apparently awaiting the last stroke of death,

and surrounded by a numerous crowd of relatives and

friends. On seeing his son approach, he bade one of the

men who stood near him, to unfix the pole, which was
made fast at the front door, and to bring it into the house.

Ills wishes being complied with, he took the pole in his

right hand, causing it to stand erect upon the floor at his

side, and addressed his son in the following words :

—

"This painted pole, Godfrey, is one o' the most ancient

marks of our profession. It signifies that stick which,

when the b:irber and the surgeon were the same, used to

be held in their hands by the customers, and worked this

way to make the blood come freer from the vein. This

riband, that's tied at the top, signifies the bandage, and
this stripe of red paint that goes coiling down the pole,

the blood, as it were, flowing from the arm. This polo,

Godfrey, has stood at my dour, winter and summer, for

five-and-furty years. I never possess'^d a half-penny but

what it brought me, and I never wished for an estate

beyond it. If you are satisfied with it, you arc as rich as

an emperor; if not, the riches of an emperor would not

make you so. Keep it, then, and be contented with it,

and you will be happy".

So saying, he placed the pole in the hand of his son,

and soon after gave up the ghost. The latter interred the

remains of his parent with all demonstrations of filial re-

snret and piety, and entered ])resently afterwards upon the

buiriness and possessions he had left behind him.

The younger Godfrey O'Berne had always been looked
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upon in his neighbourliood as a kind of oddity. Tall and
ungainly in liis figure, in his iTiMiiner abrupt and slieepisli,

he was to far the greater number of iiis companions a sub-

ject of jest and ridicule rather than admiration. There

was, however, another circumstance which counteracted

the effect of Godfrey's manner and appearance. He was

a great student, and from various sources had contrived to

amass a quantity of knowledge ia a mind of no ordinary

force.

Were we to take opinions on the cause of O'Berne's re-

serve and awkwardness, it is probable that we should find

a great variety. Some would call it pride—some sensibi-

lity—some modesty—and some, by way of being wiser

than all the rest, might say, " It was a mixture of all

these". Whatever was the cause, the young barber, un-

like his fellow in the Arabian Nights, was reserved and

meditative. He courted no friendships, sought no society,

and seemed even impatient of that which he could not

avoid. Still he bore in mind his father's dying counsel,

and, while he courted solitude as much as possible, he

gave no one any actual reason to complain of him.

The young barber felt a want which none of us, in

whatever rank or station we may be placed, have failed to

experience at some portion of our lives—the want of mental

sympathy. There was no one in the village who shared

his information, or who could understand his thoughts on

any subject ; and it was not contempt, but the actual

difference of mind, that made him unwilling to mingle in

societies where he could find nothing of considerable

interest to him. It so happened that the train of his

reading was one peculiarly adapted to foster such con-

templative habits. The works which fell into his hands

related principally to moral and metaphysical subjects, and

the barber, who had an acute, intelligent spirit, was deeply

caught by the profound and absorbing disquisitions which

those books contained. How could he who had been all
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the preceding evening engaged in ardnons endeavours to

Curnprehend the reasonings of various philosophers on the

connection of mind with matter, and the mysterious manner

iu which both seem blended in the human individual, be

expected on the following day to take an active interest in

the labours of a mechanical vocation, or in the vulgar

sports that made the village echo near his dwelling?

There is no fact, however, more notorious than the

possibility of uniting an extensive knowledge of, and the

liveliest interest in, moral studies with a veiy inferior

course of moral practice. The pleasure Avhich Godfrey

took in such pursuits as we have described was one of a

purely intellectual character ; the heart had little or nothing

to do with it. He pleased himself with the noble exercise

which the subject afforded to the faculties of his under-

standing, and thought little of deducing rules of practice

from the sublime and immutable truths which he contem-

plated. Satisfied to let his imagination roam through the

boundless sea of being, he bestowed comparatively little

thought on the necessity of fulfilling with exactness the

part allotted to himself in the universal scheme, and used

the light afforded him, rather for the gratification of an

active spirit than for the direction of his course through

life. His silence, however, and his habits of application,

produced a strong impression of his learning on the rustics

in his neighbourhood, and they looked on him as one of

the profoundest scholars in the world.

There lived at this time in B , a family

of the name of Renahan, who were looked upon as amongst

the leading denizens of the place. I\Iary, the eldest

daughter of the house, was, in her seventeenth year, con-

sidered one of the womlers of the village. Her beauty was

the subject of praise amongst the young, and her genuine

piety and modesty amongst the old. Of the former, all

had not the opportunity of judging, for Mary Renahan
(who was too humble to aspire to the magnificence of a
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bonnet) toolc care never to appear unhooded in the pnblio

stnc'ts; ami ho who by any chance had seen her countenance,

was ;ucu.-lonied to tell it as an adventure worth recording

to his coinfianions in the evening. Mary was rich, cheerful,

and handsome ; it was therefore the subject of general

amazement, when the rnmour spread that she was about

to become the bride of the poor, the melancholy, and tho

ungainly Godfrey O'Berne.

Such, however, was the truth. Let who will divine the

cause, the gay and gentle JIary Renahan gave up, without

hesitation, her liberty and her ailuctions into the hand of

one who was regarded by the rest of her companions

either with ridicule or fear.

From the day of his marriage, Godfrey O'Berne seemed

to have renounced his speculative habits, and became

practically industrious. He was attentive to his business,

and began to laugh and jest with his customers in such a

manner as to remind them of his father. 'J'o him belonged

the economy of the basin and the strop, the scissors and

the curling iron. His part it was to amuse the m'nds,

while he trimmed the whiskers of his customers; and to

enlighten the interior of the heads that came beneath his

hand, while he reduced the outside to the standard of

fashion and of grace. The regulation of the domestic de-

partment was committed exclusively to the management
of Mrs. O'Berne, who was as attentive to the minor

aflairs of the little establishment as she was to the

happiness and comfort of her lord. An over -rigid

economy, however, was not the fault of either master or

mistress ; and while custom increased, and comforts mul-

tiplied, the case was exactly the reverse with the hundred

pounds which the latter had brought her husband as a

dowry, and which they had set apart at first, in order

that it might perform for their eldest daughter the sama
good office which it had done for Mrs. O'Berne.

Siill all was gay and happy at the barber's. As a
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hnsband and a father lie had more than the average share

of hiippincss, and less than the average share of care.

His wife seemed well contented with the portion of cn-

jovment which their means afi'orded her; and his three

children were promising in mind and frame. Mortimer,

the eldest, could already make a decent " pothook" in his

copy-book, and the others knew as much of letters as

Cadmus himself at twice their age, or as Charlemagne is

said to have done Avhile he was shaking Europe from the

Baltic to the Alps.

Occasionally, in the long summer evenings, Godfrey

would take down his violin, on which he was a tolerable

proficient, and in the absence of professional employment,

enliven the house with some old national air, to which his

wife would sometimes add the melody of a tolerable voice.

More freqi.'ently they would devote the evening to a Avalk

through the village, where their decent appearance at-

tracted general notice. Indeed they were not without

being censured for over daintiness of dress by some of

those sharp-eyed individuals, who, when they can Qiscover

nothing to ridicule in a neighboui's meanness, had rather

find the contrary fault than let him pass unwounded.

Nor were these the only annoyances from which the

comforts of the barber received a slight alloy. That cla^s

of young jieisons inhabiting the purlieus of most towns

and vilhiges, who are emjihatically distingui;^hed by the

epithet of ''•
(lie hlucLcj^iards'", seemed, with that mis-

chievous instinct which enables men to distinguish what
is ludicrous in human avocations, to have marked out

O'Berne fur their special amusement. Sometimes they

Mould snatch a new toy or wedge of bread from the hands
of his children as they stood ga) ing at the open door; at

others, they chalked uncivil nick-names on his pannels; or

else (and this was the uukiiide^t cut of all) a mIioIc gang
of them would watch an opportunity when he and his wife

were walkin:; in all their finest lliroii;ih the vilLiiic ou a
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Sunday evening, and set up in full chorus the popular
ballad :

—

jriiHins tlie barber grew so grand,

He listed in I lie Sligo band

;

Miillins tlie barber grew so great,

He knocked his nose against the gate, etc.

But notwithstanding tliese unavoidable mortifications,

peace still abode on the household of O'Bjriie, and the

tranquillity of his mind received no worldly shock that

could bear an instant's comparison with the sum of his

enjoyments.

CHAPTER VIII.

It was on Saturday evening, and the shop was thronged,

as usual, with a crowd of hairy heads, and chins as rough
as hedge-hogs with the stubble of the week. On the

operating chair sat Molony, the blacksmith, the napkin

tucked beneath his massive jaws, and his chin already

white from ear to ear, adding a twofold grimness to the

smoke and ashes that encased the upper portion of his

countenance. A thoughtful silence for some time pre-

vailed, while the eyes of all watched with a lazy admi-
ration the skill with which the barber's razor flew along

the blacksmith's spacious jaws, demolishing, at every

stroke, a long flourishing harvest, and leaving behind it a

fair and glossy surface. At length, Mac Naniara tiie

carpenter, who was one of the villnge damlies, and waited

to have his hair brought into form, broke silence as

follows

:

" Well, of all de tings dat ever was done to me, uat's

do last I could ever bear—to have anoder man shave me.
Not meaniii' de laste a8i)arngement to Mr. O'Bcrne, nor to

his profession eider—but de iday of anoder man takin'
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me be de nose, an' sweepin' a razhnre np me treat, is

what I never could abide de toiights o' doin' ".

" Wiien you have a beard at all, Tom Mac", said

O'Reilly the cooper, taking a pipe from his mouth, and

looking over his shoulder at the speaker, *' it may come
to your turn to talk of shaving it".

" Surely, surely, Ned. Well den, it's come to your

turn to talk of it, any Avay, and to do it—for I declare

derc isn't a chin in B stands more in need o' de

razhure".

" Thrue for yon, Tom. There's this difference betune

you an' me,—that you shave to get a beard, an' I shave to

get rid of it".

The conversation dropped, but there was a portion of it

which was not forgotten. A weak imagination is easily

impi'esscd. With all his learning and capacity, it was

long before O'Berne could get rid of the horrid idea which

was suggested by the carpenter's random words. His

mind, though well enough supplied with knowledge, was

not subdued to any wholesome discipline; and such minds

are often the prey of every wandering fancy. From
time to time he would start as the foolish thought sug-

gested itself to his imagination, and shudder, as if the

carpenter's words showed anything more than an ex-

travagant caprice.

Still these were weaknesses known only to himself, and

his general prosperity continued unabated. Most minds,

as well as bodies, have their peculiar constitution, and

their peculiar ailment or " idiosyncrasy", which it requires

the hand of a nice and delicate counsellor to deal with.

Instead of despising the crowd of morbid thoughts, which,

arising like clouds, would gradually overshadow his whole

imagination, as he dwelt on those expressions of the car-

pente:, O'Berue encouraged, examined, and brooded on

them, until at length tiiey communicated something like

a settled tinge to his whole character. Could such
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individuals be brouglit to xmclerstand how much of misery

they might avoid by a moderate degree of habitual and

generous self-restraint, the world would be spared a great

deal of woe, and more, perhaps, of crime.

To this state of mind an accidental circumstance added

a prodigious force. At a little distance from B ,

there resided a family of the name of Dauaher, hovering

between the frontiers of gentility and of that rank to

which the O'Bernes belonged. They lived in an equivocal

looking house which they dignified with the title of Kath

Danaher, held a pew at the chapel, and were looked upon

as a kind of " half-quality". As they were near relations

of Mrs. O'Bcrne, the latter and her husband were oc-

casionally guests at the Rath, and contributed on festival

days to make the evening pass merrily away. At this

peiiod the clouds of superstition still rested like a gloomy
f )g upon the minds of the poorer peasantry (as they do in

all countries where education is retarded), nor were there

wanting some in tho rank immediately above them who
participated in their credulity. In all such fancies, the

Danahers were, from first to last, profoundly versed.

They wore charms and spells; they never began a journey,

or a new piece of work, on a Saturday; they kept no

pigeons about the house ; they would not hurt a wcazel

for the world ; they always took off their hats Avhen a

cloud of dust went by them on the road ; they read
" dhrame-books" and consulted fortune-tellers, and prac-

tised numberless rites of the most absurd and unmeaning
kind. Night after night, when the fire blazed cheei fully

upon the hearth, it was their wont to gather round it in

a circle, and interchange their gloomy tales of supernatural

agency, while even ihe youngest members of the group

Mere suficred to drink, undisturbed, at the foul and soul-

empoisoning stream, that flowed from the hag-ridden inia-

gluaiions of the story-tellers. Ghosts, fairies, » itches,
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mnrderers, and demons, glided with a lioniJ and hai.

stiffening influence through all their narratives, and wlieii

the listeners retired for the night, it was to hurry to their

beds with alarmed and shuddering nerves, and to supplv

the frightful fancies of their waking moments by still more

frightful dreams.

One evening, while a conversation of this kind pro

ceeded at the fireside of Rath Danaher, the O'Bcnies were

of the company. Godfrey, surprised at the extent to

which they carried their superstitious credulity, undertook

to disabuse them of their fears. He talked learnedly of

the nature of spirit and of matter of second causes, and

of the absurdity of supposing that the Divine Being would

suffer the ordinary laws of nature to be violated on occa-

sions so fantastical and useless.

"I do not know how to make you understand", said he,

"that such an event could not happen without a direct

infraction o. the present order of things, which is a

miracle to be wrought by tiie hand of Omnipotence alone.

That it may happen, as He who made the law can alter

it, I do not offer to deny ; but to believe that it does

commonly happen, and without cause or meaning, is to

turn the exception into the rule. Spirit, as it is an im-

material substance, has neither colour, nor sound, nor

smell, nor any quality which can make it perceptible to

our senses. Granting that they exist in myriads around

us, it is still impOosible, according to the ordinary laws of

nature, that they can do us either physical injury or

physical good. What communion they may hold with

the mind, as that is likewise immaterial, has nothing to

say to the purpose. It is possible they may suggest either

good or evil to the soul (as religion even teaciies us they

do) ; but that, witiiout sujjposing a miracle, they can

pinch the body black and blue, transport it from place to

place, aflVight the senses with extraordinary sights and

sounds, is against the common order of nature. The
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Deity mnst clothe them with material f.iculties before they

can produce material etrects".

" Well, Mr. O'Berne", said Robert Danalier, a jounp;

man, who, having attended a course of surgical lectures

in Dublin, conceived himself entitled to his share of

authority on metaphysical questions, and who was, more-

over, perhaps the only person present who understood

half what the barber said—" I do not know that any

miracle at all is necessary to the purpose. It is an un-

disputed fact, that spirit does act on matter. The Deity,

who is a pure spirit, sustains all things, both material and

tlie contrary, in their daily courses—and we know that in

the human being, the mind directs and regulates the

movements of the body at its pleasure. ^\ by may not

the spirit, separated from its clay, possess the same in-

fluence over the matter that surrounds it, which it once

held over that with which it was united in the human
frame ? For my part, as it is a mystery to me by what

means my will directs my arm to extend or to contract

itself, I would not presume to say that the same spiritual

will, when separated by death from this frame of flesh

and blood, may not possess a similar influence over the

wind that moans by my window, the candle that is burning

ou my table, or the silent air that favours my midnight

slumbers. I know not how the effect is produced in the

one case any more than in the other ; but when I know
tiiat the one effect does take place, I should be far from

asserting that it would require an infraction of the natural

harmony to produce the other".

"Ye may talk as ye will", said Kitty Danaher, "but
fractions or no fractions, the spirits are abroad as regular

as the sun goes down. Our John can tell you that, on a

market night last year, after selling some cattle iu New
Auburn, he Avas mounting his horse at the door of tho

Harp and Shamrock, when three times, one after another,

he fell over on the other side,, without one near (that he
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could see) to give him a shove, and the poor old mare

standing as quiet as a lamb".

0' Berne, who supposed that there might be reisons for

Jolm's unsteadiness after leaving the Harp and Shamroclc,

a; nrt from outward agents, either spiritual or material,-

was not so much struck by this example, as he was by

the argument which it seemed intended to illustrate. He
remained for a long time silent, while each of the family

iu turn poured out some fearful tale of supernatural agency

in order to subdue his incredulity. They did not, however,

succeed in i^onvincing him. He continued to express his

contempt for the ridiculous legends that they sought to

thrust upon him, admitting only the possibility of such

appearances as formed their leading subject.

" I can assure you of one circumstance, at all events",

said Mrs. Danaher, " which took place beneath this very

loof. Mr. Andrew Fiuucane the apothecary, to whom
li^oert served his time, was speaking one night, as you
are, of the folly of believing in such stories, when we all

warned him to be carctul of what he said, as he did not

know the moment he might have reason to change his

mind. He lauglicd, but when he woke next morning he

found himself lying with his head where his heels ought

to be".

This tale brought on a fresh torrent of similar anec-

dotes. The evening passed away, and the barber and his

wife returned home. It was iu some weeks after, that the

former, returning late from the neighbouring city, was ob-

liged to take a bed for the night at an inn on the roadside.

The stillness of the night and the loneliness of the place,

for it was situate in one of those dreary flats which the

road traversed on its way to the western coast, and
tenanted only by an old woman and her son, brought to

his recollection the discourse which had passed in his

presence at Rath Danaher. The instinct of the super-

aatural is one, which perhaps nobody, except some

]1
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conscience-soared criminal, wl;ose heart is hard to every

natural feeling, can ever wholly lay aside. It is implanted

in us for the best of purposes, and though we may abuse

it, as we do the best emotions, to our ruin, it is not the

less Intended for our good. O'Berne, though he had his

weakness, was by no means superstitious
;
yet he could

not avoid bearing testimony in his own heart to the ex-

istence of the universal instinct as he gazed through his

small window upon the wide and starlit heath that lay

before it, and which was, in itself, a prospect sufficient to

have awakened lonesome and melancholy thoughts. Still

feeling a contempt for such terrors as those which preyed

upon the household of liath Danaher, he confessed, how-
ever, a sufficient degree of nervousness to lock the door of

his sleeping room inside, and to make fast the window, to

make " assurance doubly sure". He then knelt down, as

usual, prayed with somewhat more than usual earnestness,

and went to rest. His sleep Avas sound and dreamless as

the sleep of a weary man is wont to be, but a surprise

awaited him in the morning which made him almost doubt

the evidence of his senses. On opening liis eyes, he was

astonished to perceive that the window which, when he

went to rest, stood behind the head of his bed, and a little

at the side, stood now directly opposite, as if it had made
a circuit of the chamber in the night! He rose, and his

perplexity increased. He found himself now lying witli

liis feet towards the head of the bed, the pillow and all

the bed furniture being reversed in the same way, and

even his silver watch still lying as he had placed it under

the bolster, but having participated in the general cliange

of position. His astonishment was excessive. The bed

had no appearance of tiie disturbance which such a change

might be expected to make. It even seemed as if he had

slept without motion through the night ; and but that his

recollection of the contrary was distinct, he would have

been persuaded that the whole must be an error of his
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own. Tlie door iras locked, and the vvindow fastened, as

he had left them, but hi no [>lace could he find his clothes,

which lie iiad laid on the preceding night upon the chair

at his bedside. A''ter thoroughly searching the room

without success, he was about to summon the people of the

house, in order to make inquiiies from them, when his

eye fell upon the old portmanteau which he had brought

with him from home. It seemed more full than it had

been when he took it off his horse on the prect'ding eve.

He opened it. Wonder on wonder! There was the suit

folded, brushed, and made up with an exactness that was

admirable ! Every article was in its place, and every

buckle made fast with just the proper degree of tightness.

The barber was perfectly bewildered. The mysterious

agent, whose prerogative he had disputed in the case of

Jlr. Andrew Finucane, had sought an opportunity of

vindicating, in his case also, the slighted power that was

allotted him. So would the Danahers have construed

the story ; and for that reason, the barber determined for

the present to say nothing of the circumstance to them or

to any body else.

For many months the circumstance continued unex-

plained, and its impression, from the very force of constant

thinking on it, began to grow faint on the barber's mind.

Again there was a party at llath Danaher, and again the

barber and his wife were of the number of the guests.

The conversation on this evening happened to turn on the

superstition of the Fetch, or warning spirit, which shows

itself, say the country people, in the likeness of some

person doomed to die, at some short period before his

death.* Numberless instances were related of such ap-

pearances, and again Mr. O'Berne expressed his total

incredulity. In a fortnight after, as he was passing

* Our friend Mr. Barnes O'llara has given such celebrity to

this superstition, that there is no need of a more particular descrip-

tion.
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through B , he was met by Mr. Guerin (tho father

of Peter Guerin, whose exploits at " the great House''

the reader will find in another vohime). He was sui

prised to see that Mr. Guerin, with whom he was alwav

on the most friendly terms, now passed him by with a.

offended air. Xor did he make his appearance as xisn-

on Saturday evening at the barber's shop, in order to hn\

his beard and hair made decent for the ensuing Sabbati

A neighbour solved the mystery.

''Why, Mr. O'Berne", said he, "Peter Guerin say

there's no spakiii' to you now, you're grown so grand".

" I had much the same complaint to make of himself,

replied the barber. " He wouldn't speak to me in tlu

street when I saluted him".
" That's dhroU !" said the peace-maker. " It's the very

account he gives o' you. He says that he was standin' a',

his shop doore th' other morning about six o'clock, just

afther day brake, an' that j'ou walked by, lookin' him

straight in the face, an' without ever takiu' any notice,

although he axed you how vou was as plain as

could be".

Tlie instant the man had concluded his account,

O'Berne recollected the recent conversation at Rath

Danaher. He had not, he knew, for years before been

in B , or any where outside his own door at so early

an hour as six in the morning; and he had not the

slightest recollection of the rencontre to which Mr. Guerin

referred. What was it then that the latter had seen?

The Danahers would have found a ready answer, and in

spite of himself he felt a creeping through his nerves as he

remenibered the prediction with wiiich the appearance

was supposed to be associated. He had sufficient promp-

titude of mind, however, to keep his secret from transpiring,

" Mr. Guerin may be sin-e", said he, " that he is tl'.e

last man in B I would think of treating in that way.

I have no recollection whatever of pairing hita i>y a,t any
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time in that manner, and I'm sure I never had the least

idea of doing such a thing".

The village Mr. Hnnnony, who received this expla-

nation, lost no time in conveying it to the proper quarter,

and peace was reestablished between tho barber and his

friend. In spite of himself, some occasional qualms res-

pecting the state of his health, would cross the mind of

the former, and this new adventure gave threefold strength

to that already related. As time roiled b}', however, and
he found his bodily vigour undiminished, his courage rose,

and he began to make inquiry respecting the nature of the

superstition. It was then he learned for the first time,

that the appearance, when seen early in the morning, was

supposed to predict a long life to the individual wlio^e

semblance is assumed.

Tliere is no time when one is more inclined to admit

the truth of a supernatural prediction than when it coin-

cides exactly with one's own desire. The barber Avould not

directly admit, even to himself, that his incredulity was
shaken in the least degree, but it was certain tliat his

repugnance to conviction in this instance was not so vivid

as in the former.

Half a year had passed away, before the spirit which

had tormented him at the lonely inn on the roadside touk

any pains to confirm the impression which had been made
by its first essay. It happened one night that the barber

slept at R ith Danaher, wliere he had turned in from a

violent storm of rain and wind. The chamber which was
allotted to him commanded a lonely prospect of the river

and distant mountains, and the barber was forcibly re-

minded of the adventures of the last n-ght he had spent

away from home. In the same manner as he had done on

the former night, he fastened the door and window-frame

befure he went to rest. Whether it was owing to a

growing doubt of the reality of such appearances, or a

Btate of bodily indisposition, it was a long time now
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before he could sleep. When he did so, however, his

sleep, as usual, was sound and dreamless.

After midnight, he awoke with a sense of cold. The
bed-clothes had all disappeared ! Nothing but the gray

striped tick remained upon the bedstead, and on that he

lay, exposed to the sharp cold of a November night. By
the aid of some embers which still were burning on the

hearth, he was enabled to light a small candle, which he

had extinguished on going to rest. He searched the room,

but the fugitive bed-clothes were nowhere to be seen. It

was impossible that this could be a trick of any human
being. The door and window were fast as he had left

them, and even if it were possible for any body to have

got in, the fact that he shoukl have been thus annoyed, at

two different houses, of which no one member perhaps

knew even the existence of the other, was in itself in-

credible. He Avas on the point once more of giving up

the search, when his attention was directed to an old oak
press which stood in a corner of the room ; it was locked,

but the key was in the lock. The barber opened it, and
could scarcely believe his eyes ; there lay the objects of his

search, folded and laid upon the shelves with as much
order and exactness as if they had never left the draper's

counter. Tlie barber was thunderstricken. He felt no

terror, hut he was stunned to the very soul ; he walked,

he struck his breast, he moved the candle to and fro, in

order to be satisfied that it was not all a dream. But
nothing could change the facts, and with a bewildered

mind he laid the clothes upon the bed again, and passed

the remainder of the night in troubled and interrupted

slumbers.

In the meantime, perplexities of a less metaphysical

kind began to darken on the fortunes of the barber; and
in common with his species he felt in his turn the inflLience

of those inferior causes, to which for its own wise ends ail-

curbing Providence seems often to abandon luunan in-
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terests. A handsome house had been erected on tho

opposite side of the road, about half-way between the

barltei's dwelling and the vilhige, and ppecidation was
exhausted as to its probable use; some said it wa3

ifitendeil for a toll -house, others lor a slirine of Ba-, chus.

Before the point could be decided a typhus fever confined

O'Berne to his apartment and his bed, from which he was
unable to rise during the space of a summer month.

During this time (the first period of affliction which they

had ever known), his wife attended him with a tenderness

and care that excited in his mind a d.-eper sentiment of

aft'L'Ctiou and respect towards her than he had ever felt

before. AVhat heart, be it high or low, that ever yielded

to affection, has not, like that of the poor barber, experi-

enced, either in its bitterness or in its consolation, the truth

so delightfully sung since then by our national poet ?

When we first sre the charms of our youth pass us by,

Like a leaf on the stream that will never return,

When our cup,' which hail sparkled with pleasure so high,

First tastes of the olhtr— tlie dark ttowin;^ urn
;

Then, then is the mouient affection can sway,
With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew-

Love nursed amou>; pleasures is faitldess as thev
;

But the love bum of sorrow, like sorrow is true.

Nor w\a3 the gratitude of O'Berne on first making this

discovery, in its ha])pier sense, less tender or less true that

he was but a village barber.

On the first day of his convalescence, a new, and it

mnst be confessed, an unwelcome surprise awaited the

invalid. Walking with dilHculty to the lou- window, where
his wiR' had placed a chair, lie looked out with strange

and altered eyes upon the healthy active world, that still

continued its career of growth, of bloom, and of decav,

unchanging in design, though for ever varying in effects.

The sun still smote the ripening grain ; tlie fresh wind
shook the boughs ; the noisy carmen rattled by to



24.6 THE BARBER OF BANTRY.

market, anJ the smaller birds, which lea?t of Nature's

children seem kuown to sickness or to pain, flutteied with

vigorous wing and frequent twitter about the leaves, and

amid the branches of the rustling elder.

But tliere was one sight, which, from the moment when
it first had caught the barber's eye, diverted him from

every other thought. The new house, above alluded to,

had been completed and inhabited during his illness, and

it was with astoni.^-hment and dismay he perceived that

the inmate was no other than a rival barber. He could

not without anxiety contemplate the superior splendour

displayed by this new competitor. The front of ihe house

was handsomely dashed ; the pole, exceeding at least by
half the size of O'Btrne's, was surmounted by a gilded

ball that shone like another sun, while close beneath was
fastened a long banner of hair that flouted the winds as

if anticipating triumph. Above the lintel of the door

was a sign board, executed in metropolitan style, which

announced the proprietors (tor it seemed to be a part-

nership) as "Fitzgerald and O'Hanlon, late from Paris

and Dublin, professors of hair-cutting and perfuming", etc.

" Mary", said the convalescent to his wife, as he sur-

veyed this great display, " why didn't you tell me there

was a new barber set up since I lay down?"
" I didn't think of it", replied the wife ;

" what matter

can it be to us ?"

" I'm afraid time will show ns that", said O'Berne.

"Wasn't Ireland big enough without their coming to

plant themselves, and their pole, over-right my very

duor ?'»

'• What signifies themselves and their great pole ?"

replieil the wife. "You have your custom made, and the

neigldjours will stand by you, I'll engage".
" That's not the way of the world", replied the bnrber,

" and I'd be a fool if I thought it would be tlie way with

me ; there are some I know I can count upon. There's
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the blaclcsmith, because he has no capers that wav, and

he says no one knows the sweep of his jaws but myself-

lie'll stick to me; and there's my tiiird cousin, Pat Sheehy,

the weaver, wih stay by me for blood's sake; arid a few

more friends I may be sure of; and perhaps otliers that

will be honest, as some will be ngnes, "ithout expecting

it ; but the rest, you'll fiud, will have their notions. The
golden ball will draw many an eye away, and where the

eye goes, the chin and head will follow. But where's the

use of talking ?"

Tlie event even outstripped the anticipations of the

barber. The time lost by his own illness and that of

his wife, who fell ill of the same disease immediately on

his recovery, accelerated a catastrophe which he had too

much cause to fear. The villagers were unwilling to

frequent a house which had now for two months been the

seat of contagion. Party spirit also lent its influence to

the success of the new-comers, and O'Berue lost many a

head and chin to political differences.

In fine, before the lapse of many years, extreme and

squalid misery descended on the dwelling of the barber.

By degrees, retrenchment followed retrenchment, until

what once were necessaries, assumed the character of

luxuries too costly to be thought of. The barber and his

wife no longer appeared abroad except when it could not

be avoided, and at length that day was one of joy to the

family which saw them sujiplied with a bare sufficiency of

food.

P^i-om circle to circle, however, they descended in the

region of adversity, nor had they yet arrived at the depths

of the abyss. The rent of their tenement ran into arre:ir,

nnd they were menaced more than once with an ejectment.

This was the only event which began to strike a real gloom

into the mind of the barber, already weakened by mis-

lortune and tite effects of sickness. ^^hile it startled

every afiection of his heart, it awoke in all its force (as the

11*
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heart in its alarm will oiien do) the full power of an imagi-

nation that prosperity had lulled into comparative inaction.

The barber, though he had received the same educa-

tion, did not use it to the same advantage as his wife. It

jjcrplexed, while it soothed him, to observe the serenity

with which his wife sustained the adverse change in their

circumstances. She, who had sacriSced so much for him,

did not even seem to be conscious that she had made any
sacrifice whatever. Her wealthy relatives wei-e now all

scattered and burdened with their own separate claims,

and could do nothing to assist the barber. Still, in their

distress, her concern seemed all for her husband and her

children. The sea is not more necessarily agitated by the

sighing of the winter wind-, than is a generous and re-

h:;ious bosom by the accents of distress and sorrow in a

fellow being. So natural, so free from effort or reluctance,

iippoared the affectionate concern with which the gentle

Mary exerted herself to alleviate the sufferings of her

husband and her children.

At different times her gentle nncomplaining conduct

produced varying effects upon her husband's mind. Some-
times, when his reflections took a gloomy turn, the clear

angelic serenity of her looks would, with an influence like

that of gentle music, subdue his discontent, and restore his

thoughts to calmness and to order; at others, when he

l)elieid her sharing in their common want, and remem-
bered what she was when she resigned abundance and

re-jtectability to unite her earthly lot to h^s, his anguish

f;ir exceeded what it was when he tjiought only of his own
privations.

" We are worse off now", he said to her, one summer
evening, as they sat before the open window which looked

upon their little orchard, and watched the ci-ows winging

high above them to tl;e distant wood ; "our case is worse

than ili.it of even the ;i:iir,i;ils that are left without reason.

'il.o .'.ICC of the round wwn! is nve to them ; from the woria
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to tTie eagle, all are well provkled for. The crow has h!3

nest upon the bough, anil the hare has lier fui iii in the furze,

anu their food is ready for them at morning in the tields, or

by the river, for no trouble but the pains of seeking it. In

the water, in the air, or on the cartii, food, clothing, and

a home, are ready found for all. The goldiinch has his

painted feathers, and the robin his grain of seed, while our

poor babes are perishing with cold and hunger".

" For every pain we bear with true patience in tliis

life", said his wife, " we shall I'cceive aa age of glory and

of happiness in the m-xt''.

" Yet who would murmur at a Providence that is in-

scrutable", resumed O'Berne, iu a fit of sombre musing;

"if men would only do their duty by each other? But

it is not, and it never Avill be so. They say that if you
take a young bird unfledged from the nest, and set it

down alone in some field far away, where the parents

cannot find it, and leave it there and watch it, they s.iy

there is no bird that passe?, of v/hatcver kinil, and hears

its lonesome chirp, that will not brnig it a worm, or a
mouthful of some other food, until it gets strength to shite

lor itself. But men! men must have laws to force them
even to do so much as will keep the breath of life v/ithiii

the lips of their own kind".

" All is well", said Mary, " while we keep our orra

fidelity. L'it the storm blow as it will, let all our pros-

pects and our possessions go to ruin ; all still is well whilo

Ilcaven is not ofi'ended. Let us keep our hands un-
stained, and in His name who distributed sullcrlng and
joy, let the worst that v.ill befall us. It is not want nor
plenty that can either give or take away our peace of

mind. To be contented with the will of Ucavcn, and to

Ktrive to put it into practice, is always in our power, and
if we are not so disposed in our distress, we may bo
certain that we should not be so under any change \\ hat-

Bvcr, Let us preserve oiu- iauocencc, aad ail is well".
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" You are very easily contented", said the barber with

an angry look. '' What were your thoughts, two months

since, when the fire seized on the grocer's house next

door, and we saw, with our own eyes, the remains of an

liidiappy infant dug out of the ruins ?"

" I will tell you, Godfrey, what 1 thought", replied his

\vife ; " I trembled for myself when 1 beheld it. He,

said I, who has created the world so fair, and tilled it

with so many blessings, who has made that beautiful sun,

and those millions of shining stars, and who daily and

lioi'.ily shows his goodness and his mercy in new acts of

kindness to his creatures; he too it is who has perniittcd

that sinle^s child to perish by a frightful death. Let mo
therefore take the warning, and beware in what condition

I fall into his hands ; for if he thus aiflicts the innocent

and good on Earth, what should be done with us? I

speak to you in this way, dear Godfrey, because I see you

are beginning to sink in spirits. Beware, my dear, dear

husband ; it is in our moments of gloom and melancholy,

as well as in those of thoughtless gaiety, that the enemy
of our souls endeavours to seduce us into crime or

madness".

As she said these words she laid her hand caressingly

ui)on her husband's shoulder. Moved by the action as

veil as by the words with which it was accompanied,

O'Beine was softened, and melted slowly into teais.

" Kead to me", said he, " and it may be better".

His N^ ife complied, and taking from the drawer a copy

of the scriptures, began to read a portion of the New
Testament. Godfrey listened, and it seemed to him as if

he had never heard the words before. For several days

after he became totally absorbed in the perusal of tlie

volunje; the profound wisdom of its counsels, the majestic

simplicity of its narrative, and the stupendous nature of

the events whicli it recorded, the heartfelt spirit of piayer

with wiiich it was pervaded, the tenible solemnity of ita



THK BARBER OF BANTRT. 253

warnings, the melting tenderness of its promises, and the

striking nature of tlie examples by which both were illus-

trated^ made a deep and strong impression on the mind

of the village philosopher. It seemed to him as if he

never before had heard how all things were first called

into existence ; how murder entered first into the world,

which, until then, was the abode of love and happiness.

He there heard the Deity delivering his law to man, amid

the lightnings and the thunders of Mount Sinai ; he saw

in the fate of Eli and his sons, an example of the divine

justice against neglectful parents; he dwelt with enchant-

ment on the mystical beauties of the story of Ruth and

the marriage of Rebecca: and he traced with astonish-

ment and awe, the tremendous and aflecting history of the

origin, the fall, and restoration of his species, detailed iu

language worthy of a subject so sublime. He read, and it

astonished him to think how mechanical till now had been

the nature of his feelings and his practice. What ! was

he then one of those who really believed that the Divinity

himself had come on Earth to teach his creatures, both

by word and by example, the real nature of moral

goodness; to overthrow the worldly error which ascribed

to human pride the honours due to virtue; and to introduce

modesty, humility, patience, and mildness, to the same

rank in human estimation which they had ever held in

the divine, and which men till then accorded to false

glory, ambition, revenge, and haughtiness of soul ?

The philosophic barber, however, while he wondered

how little hitherto he had felt the real nature of the cha-

racter he professed in society, rather revolved these

wonders in his intellect than let theui sink into his heart.

His imagination became deeply impressed, and he bvooded

by day and dreamed by night on what he had been

studying, until his whole mind became absorbed witlx the

one engrossing subject. To change the heart, it is not

sulhcicnt that the mind should be excited. To create a
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spirit 01 tc-nderness and love is of far greater important

in the way ot virtue, than to captivate the fancy or amaze
the understanding.

The impatience, therefore, with which he bore the in

creasing perplexity in his affairs, was not in any per-

manent degree diminished. A weelc of extreme misery

and privation was closed by a formal ejectment from the

house in which he lived. We pledge our. elves not to the

truth of the events of a few days and nights immediately

j-ii ceeding, but relate them as they are told in the

neighbourhood, reserving all comment to the conclusion of

the tale. It was a Friday evening, and the family were

to give np possession before twelve on the following

Monday. With a mind weakened by distress and ap-

prehension, the barber spent the day pacing alone from

room to room of the little dwelling, like one distracted in

his thoughts.

"If it be true", said he, striking his forehead with a

burst of anger,—" if it be true, that immaterial things can

hourly, as young Danaher asserted, exert an influence over

what is passible and material, Avhy will they not interfere

to serve as well as to perplex and to annoy us ? Wiiy
will not that power, whatever it may have been, that

visited me for my discomfort in that lonely inn and at

Hath Danaher, present itself again for my assistance, at a

lime when human aid has left me at my last extremity ?"

His wife, who overheard those words, was afraid that

her husband's mi^fortunes were beginning to affect his

reason.

" Kemember , she said, ' that apart from human aid

wc have but one source of power to which we can apply".

" I would apply to ANY", cried her husband with a

burst of frenzy ;
" from whatever source assistance comes,

I am ready to receive it".

Saying this, he rushed rom the room. The fit of

passion having passed away, he was able to reflect v.itU
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more distinctness on the nature of what he had said, and

his imagination froze at the thought that it was possible

he might yet be taken at his word. Terror, in addition

to the former excitement, now seized upon his nerves, and

unfitted liim for any settled thought. He could only wait

in hopeless silence the passing of the shocking gloom

that seized upon his mind, without knowing how to

quicken its departure.

In this mood, say the story-tellers, he retired to rest.

The chamber in which he slept looked out upon the

orchard, at the door of which, some evenings before, the

conversation already recorded had taken place between

the barber and his wife. The bed was so placed that the

former could see as he lay down, on a moonlight night, a

considerable portion of the orchard and the country lying

far beyond it. Such a night was that of which we speak;

it was between one and two o'clock, and in mid-winter,

when after a few hours' slumber, the view of the orchard,

with its moonlight paths, crossed by the sharply defined

shadows of the trees, came slowly on bis sight through

the uncurtained window.

For a time as he looked out upon the scene, the barber

could not tell if he were waking or asleep, so indistinct

and floating was the consciousness that existed in his

mind. All doubt, however, ceased, or rather he ceased to

question what his actual condition was, M-hen he beheld a

figure dressed in a grotesque suit of black, advancing

through the trees and approaching the windows with a

slow but steady pace. An unaccountable influence held

the barber motionless, until the stranger approached so

near that his singular drapery alniosc appeared to touch

the gla-s. It seemed to the former as if an iron hand
were laid upon his breast and pressed him to the bed.

The moonlight falling on the back of the figure prevented

hini from seeing with distinctness what the features were

of this unknown intruder, but tht sense of horror which
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his presence excited was almost insupportable. After a
little time the figure slowly raised one hand, and retiring

a little from the window, waved it gracefully as a siga

for Godfrey to arise and follow. The sequel is gathered

from Godfrey's own indistinct recollection of what took

place. He could not, he said, resist the summons ; he got

up like one nnder the influence of some necromantic

power, hastily drew on his clothes, and proceeding to the

window, opened the sash and stepped out into the orchard.

The figure retired, still turning at intervals, and beckoning

Mith one hand until they had passed into the open country.

On a sloping hill at the eastern side of the village stood

a grove of firs, shadowing a tract of soil which once had

been a. burying-ground, but ia which no interment had

taken place for centuries before. Tradition only, and the

half-obliterated remains that were sometimes dug out of

the soil, supplied the histoiy of its former uses, for

neither monument nor grave-stone had for a long period

been discernible upon the slope. Near the borders of

this sombre grove it was that O'Berne beheld the figure

pause and seem to wait his arrival. Still moved by the

same irresistible influence, the barber pressed forward up

the slope, fixing his eye upon the sti'anger, and evea

eager for the cwnferenrc « hich he anticipated with a

dizzy sense of teiTor. 1 >r were his wonder and his awe
diminished, when, on turning round to address him, the

stransei revealed the countenance and figure of hi3 old

mastei' 1

CHAPT£?t IX.

We pursue the barber's narrative as he fs said to have

delivered it

" You said" (tlie stranger slowly and calmly enun-

ciated each syllable, like one who utters words of the last
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importance), " that you were ready to receive assistance

from ANY source. I am one who have both the will and

the power to afford it".

" And who are you ? " the oarber would have said in

turn, but his jaws, locked fast as if by a fit ni tetanus,

refused to articulate the words. His guide, however,

seemed to understand his thought.
" Who I am", said he, with a voice so inexpressibly

mournful that it penetrated to the hearer's soul, " is of

no importance to your present views or mine. Let it be

enough for you to know, and for me to tell you, that I

can procure you the assistance you require. Speak there-

fore, and tell what thou wouldst have".

The barber replied at once :

—

" Food for my family and a certain home. They are

miserable. If thou canst secure them sustenance and

shelter, thou shalt have my gratitude".

" I require it not", replied the figure with a smile of

subtle scorn. " I seek not love but service. I have it in

my power to do all and more for thee than thou requirest,

but no one offers wages without requiring a return. I

offer then to relieve you from your present difficulty, but

it is on one condition".

" Name it", cried the barber.
*' It is a simple one", replied the spirit. " Tliose who

are at war do not use to pay the servants of their Enemy.
You must be one of us, if you would receive our aid".

" What ! become like you an ooen enemv to the

Divinity ?"

" Become like us".

" There is no step in crime or in calamity", replied the

barber, "beyond an express and formal hatred of the

Deity. I dare not accept of the condition".

"• Remain then as thou art, and serve in wretchedness",

'•<>})lied the fiend. " He whom thou servest has abandoned

hee to want and woe. Continue if thou wilt to worship
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a neglectful master instead of one who is willing to repay

thee with abundance".
" It may be", said the barber, " that he does but try

my patience and my loyalty. This life is short : he may
be bounteous in the next".

" Feed on that puinted hope if thou wilt'', replied the

fiend, " and see if it will satisfy thy present misery. Did
He not tell thee likewise that whosoever should forsake all

things for Him in this world, should receive an hundred-

fold even in the present life ?"

" Aye", said the barber with a sigh, " but he meant in

the sweets of a good conscience, which is a treasure

beyond all that kings or emperors enjoy".

" Well", said the spirit, " be content with that, if thou

prefer it. If thou accept my offer, happiness and peace

and plenty shall surround thee for the term of thy mortal

life ; if not, affliction, trouble, and necessity".

"For my mortal life perhaps", replied the barber, "but
how shall it be after?"

" Why", said the fiend, " thou wouldst not look to be

better than thy master".

Godfrey was silent, and the spirit, after a pause,

resumed

:

"To-morrow thou shalt have the choice of misery or

joy. I do not press thee to decide at once. Whenever
the extremity may be at hand, my power will not be

distant".

With these strange words he vanished, and the barber

returned to his dwelling. Of his adventures on the way
home, or the manner in which he obtained an entrance

into his own house, he had no recollection. On the fol-

lowing morning he found himself in his bed as usual, but

could remember nothing of what took place from the

moment of the spirit's disappearance. There were no cor-

roborating signs in the position of his dress or in the state

of the window, that bore testimony to the reality of his
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midnight excursion ; and he would have been inclined.

notAvitlistanding the regular train of the occurrences, and

the vivid impression he retained of what had passed, to

pronounce the whole a dream, if it were not that the two

former mysterious events which had befallen him, left his

reason far more open to an admission of supernatural

agency.

The day which followed was the same in which, as set

forth in a preceding portion of this narrative, Mr. Moy-

nehan the tax-gatherer left home to dine at Castle Tobin.

It was a trying one to Godfrey, on more than one account.

Not one of the inmates of the dwelling had tasted food

since they arose, and at night the cries of the younger

children rent the father's breast- To complete the

dreariness and discomfort of the scene, the night was

gusty and full ot showers, and the sound of the inclement

weather breaking against the doors and windows, seemed

to give promise of the destitution which awaited them

when they should no longer own the shelter of a roof.

Emaciated even more by wasting thoughts than by the

want of necessary food, the barber sat in the chair, which

now but rarely held a customer, attending in silence (if

he attended at all) to the consolatory expressions that

were now and then addressed to him by his wife, and

weaving vain conjectures on the future.

"Talk you of comfort?" he said, looking backward on

the latter with a ghastly smile. " Have you the wallet

ready, then? and the wattle and tin can? and the slate

and voster for Mortimer to study in the dyke on summer

days, when we all sit down together by the roadside in

the shade, away from the dust of the horses' feet and the

carriage wheels, while we ask the gentlefolks for charitv

as they roll by ? not forgetting the linen caps for the girls,

and all the beggar's furniture? Have you all that ready,

pince you talk of comfort ?"

"Even if it came to that", replied his wife, with atone
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of slight severity mingled with affection, '* I trust we all

have resignation to endure it".

" It would be less a burden to my mind", said the

barber, " that you had asked me ' why I brought you to

this misery?' rather than to hear you speak so kindly.

And why, why did I do so ? Why did I not leave you
where I found you, happy and prosperous in your father's

house ?"

At this moment one of the younger children which had

crept from its pallet of straw, took Godfrey by the coat,

and looking up with a pallid face and crying accent,

said :—
" Father, Ellen is hungry".

If those who make themselves miserable about fancied

evils, could know the pangs that rent the heart of O'Berne

at this instant, it is probable they would look upon their

own condition with a more contented eye. In the agony

ol his soul the unhappy man bent down his head, and

half murmured between his teeth :

—

" If the opportunity now were offered me again, I

would not, I think, reject it".

He had scarcely fiamed tliese words in his own mind,

when the tramp of horse's hoofs was heard approaching

the door, and soon after a loud knocking with a whip

handle made the panel eclio through the house.

"Hollo! ho! ho! Who's within? Open, I say I

O'Berne, *v e are you ? Are your razors ready ?"

"They have got a new method of shaving,

They have i;<>t a new metliod of shaving—
Oh, I wouldn't lie under that razor,

For all that lies under the sun.

" O'Berne, T say ! Godfrey, bring out the light I'

'"Tis Mr. Moynehan the tax-gatherer's voice", said

Mary.
" And drunk", added the barber,

" May Heaveu forgive him 1"
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Are 70a asleep or doad?"Why—O'Berne, I say!

Open ! opeu the door

!

" Over the mountain and over the moor,

Barefoot and wretched I wander forlorn,

My father is dead, and my mother is poor,

And I weep for the days that will never return.

Pity, kind gentlefolks

" Come—come—barber, this is no joke**.

The door was opened, and Mr. Moynehan made his ap-

peai-ance, wrapped in a dark frieze travelling coat, which

glistened with rain, as did the fresh and well-nurtured

countenance of the owner. In one hand he held the

bridle of his horse, which seemed inclined to follow him

into the house.

" How are you? how are yon ?" said the tax-gatherer,

as he staggered forwards,—" no compliments at all at

present, do you see ? I'm come to stay the night with

you, for 'tis rather late and windy".
" You have chosen but a poor house for your lodging,

sir", said the barber.

'* No matter for that ; many a better fellow often slept

in a worse. So that you find a dry corner for my horse,

you may put myself anywhere, do you see?"

"Mortimer", said the barber, "take the gentleman's

horse round to the little cow-house, and see hira well

rubbed for the night".

" And hark you I" said the tax-gatherer, setting his

arms akimbo, and endeavouring to keep his balance

while he gazed on iMoitimer, " before you do so, my young

hero, give me that portmanteau that's fastened beliind the

saddle. That's right", he added, as the boy complied,

" King George would have a crow to pluck with me if I

let anything happen to them. And hark in your ear^
another thing—I took a glass too much at Castle Tobin :

no matter—a set of rogues—They have their reasons for

tempting me to exceed".
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'-^rary'*, said the barber, "put the children to bed,

and shut the door".
" Good night, Mrs. O'Berne—good night—And hark

you—Mrs. O'Berne, I see you're shocked to see rae as I

am, but 'tis my weakness, that and a little tender-heart-

edness about the making out of an inventory—I confess it

—if an honest, hospitable country gentleman sends me,

in a goodnatured sort of way, a sack of corn for that poor

animal abroad, and then omits all mention of his own
neat riding nag, I haven't the heart to charge him with it.

Good Mvs. O'Berne, I protest to you, there is not a single

four-wheeled carringe, nor a gig, nor a riding horse in the

whole neighbourhood of B . Those are all phantoms

that we meet every day upon the roads—phantoms, ma
dam—I have the best authority for it—the word of the

owners themselves— all ghosts of grayhounds, ghosts of

pointers, ghosts of spaniels, terriers, servants, and all.

Oh ! Mrs. O'Berne, there's nothing in the island but

ghosts and rogues ! There's that attorney—no matter

who—he's an honest fellow to be sure, and keeps a

capital bottle of whisky : he had the assurance, last week,

after putting blank, blank, blank, against horses, car-

riages, and servants, to turn about as he handed me the

paper, and offer me a ride in his own curricle as far as

the village. And I protest to you, the ghost of a curricle

carried us both uncommonly well. As for the great men
of the county, I can't for the life of me tell how they

manage with two hearths and six windows. There's a

place that shall be nameless— I don't say 'tis Castle

Tobin now—where I can count four-and-twenty windows

as I ride up the avenue ; but on entering I cannot per-

suade Tob -the owner I mean—that it is more than

quarter the number. Assessed taxes! assessed rogues

and swindlers ! But good night, these things must not

continue—Pray for me,—your prayers, I think, are heard,

As for that husband of yours—he deals in witchcraft".



THE BARBER OF BANTRY. 263

'* Who ?—I ?" cried the barber, staxting from a fit of

gloomy musing.
" Ha, ha, ha ! observe how he starts. Look at him,

Mrs. O'Berne. I would not trust mj life with that

fellow across the street".

Godfrey gathered his brows and looked darkly on the

ground.
" Look at him", continued the tax-gatherer, laying his

hand on JNIrs. O'Berne's arm, and pointing with the other

to her husband, who, in an attitude of ghastly anger,

looked backward in his face. "There are men who go

through life straight, like the handle of my whip ; and

there are others that, like the lash, will take any crooked

bend you give it. Look at him, how he eyes the

portmanteau
!"

Again the barber started.

" Ha, ha ! Come, come, O'Berne, I did but jest. You
must learn to take a joke".

Mrs. O'Berne retired, and the tax-gatherer remained

with her husbaud in tlie kitchen. During the foregoing

conversation, a dreadful struggle had been taking place

within the mind of the latter. The gold ! Mr. Moynehan,

in liis random jest, had harped Ids thought aright. That

portmanteau would secure his family for ever against all

fear of indigence. Terrified by the workings of his own
breast, and desirous to remove a temptation which he

feared might grow too strong for his already flickering

virtue, he approached the lax-gatherer, and said, with a

hoarse and mournful energy of voice and manner

:

" Mr. Moynehan, it is as your friend I advise you to

return home to-night. There are evil minds abroad,

hearts weakened by affliction, and unable to resist the

deadly thoughts that want and melancholy whisper to

them in the silence of tlie night. Be wise, therefore, and

return to your house at once".

" Eeturn to my house !" cried the tax-gatherer, setting
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both his hands npon his sides, and looking on the barber

with a stare of high defiance. " And -who are you, sir,

that order me to return to my house ? I shall stay where
I am, sir, and you may frown and grind your teeth as you
will, sir, but I shall not be ordered off by you. And I

will tell yon more, I'll have myself shaved to-night ; so

get your apparatus ready on the instant".

" To-night", said O'Berne, " pray do not say to-night.

It is already one o'clock".

But Mr. Moynehan, like many who have not a perfect

possession of their reason, was obstinate. He insisted on

being shaved, and took his seat in the centre of the room,

while the barber, with trembling knees, and a mind shaken

to its foundation by its own internal struggles, prepared

the implements necessary to the task allotted to him.
" These things must have an end, O'Berne", the tax-

gatherer resumed, as he loosened his neck cloth and laid

it on the back of the chair. " I cannot continue long to

lead this life
—

'tis bad
—

'tis wicked
—

'tis unchristian. My
good lady is for ever lecturing me about it, and I believe

she's right. I promised her this morning that this should

be the last time I would ever dine from home again, and

I am resolved to keep my word, I am resolved to
"

Here he began to grow drowsy as he sat, and con-

tinued nodding in his chair, while he spoke in interrupted

sentences

:

" Yes— she's right—the women are right after all

about these matters—tliey are more doc— do—docile

—

well— I'll mend. She hinted that I might begin too

late—but no— to-morrow morning will be time enough

—

to-night it would be late indeed—Cas—Ca—Castle To—
Tob - -Tobin—fixrewell— I'll mend— I'll—re—form—I'll

—I'll—To-morrow I'll begin— I'll
"

He dropped his head upon his breast and fell fast

asleep. The storm had now subsided, and the moon by

fits, a-i on the preceding night, gleamed brightly on the
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hearth. The barber opened the door, which looked Into

the orchard. The picture was one which might have

made a spectator tremble, if there had been a spectator

there. O'Berue, with his worn and haggard countenance,

standing at the open door, and looliing with wild eyes and

ghastly teeth into the moonlit orchard. The tax-gatherer

sleeping, with his neck-cloth laid aside, and his head

hanging back in the profound repose of drunkenness

—

the hour late—the night favourable—and the instruments,

which might as readily be made to serve the purposes of

destruction as of utility, lying open on the barber's tabic.

Let us close the scene upon this horrible tableau.

CHAPTER X.

Ix less than two hours after she had first retired to rest,

the sleep of Mrs. O'Berne, which had been disturbed by
frightful dreams, was altogether broken by the sound of

a foot-step in her room. Looking up, she beheld her hus-

band, with an end of candle lighted in his hand, looking

pale and terrified. In answer to her question, he said,

that the tax-gatherer had not yet retired to rest. She
fell asleep again and did not wake till morning. Her hus-

band then informed her, that Mr. ]\IoyneIian, notwith-

standing all his persuasions, had insisted on leaving the

house on the preceding night, and taking the road to his

own residence, which was well known to be infested hy
footpads. But he had good news also for her ear.

Before leaving the house, he had lent him a^sum which

would be more than sufficient to reestablish them
in all their former comfort. But this was to be kept a

secret.

There was something in the manner ot her husband, as

he gave her this account, which perplexed and pained her,

12
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It was not gloomy, as before, but unequally and fitfully

joyous. He laughed, and his laughter was broken by a

spasmodic action of the frame, as if a searing iron had
suddenly been applied to a part of it. Mrs. O'Berne now
feared, from many things her husband said, that the un-

expected generosity of the tax-gatherer might produce an

effect as dangerous to her husband's mind as his previous

poverty.

In the evening, while Mary sat musing on what had
passed, her husband, who had gone out on business,

suddenly entered the house with a hurried and agitated

look.

" I was right", said he, " in warning Mr. Moynehan not

to tnke that road last night",

" Why so ?"

" His horse was found this morning near the village,

but without a rider".

Mrs. O'Berne clasped her hands Avith a silent gesture

of aflright.

" I tell you truth—and there was blood upon tho

saddle-cloth—blood, Mary".

"He was murdered then?"

"Why so? Who told you that? How do you know it?"

" What else does it look like ? What else do they

think of it ?"

" Think ! Oh, they think as you do—but it is all

conjecture".

" Let him have perished as he may", said Mary, hurried

onward by the dreadful tidings into an energy unusual to

her disposition, "it is certain at least that he has per-

ished. 0' fearful Providence ! It was a heart of stone

that took him in his fit of sin
!"

"Be charitable, wife", said the barber angrily.

" I should be so, indeed. I thank you for the counsel.

If he was murdered, then, may Heaven forgive hia

murderer!"
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"Pray for him", said the barber, " but not that way.

Perhaps the wretch was crazed with want or hunger

—

perhaps he was strongly tempted—and tliat when ruin

was threatening iiim on one side and the temptation assailed

liim on the other— and the opportunity—and the silence

—

and the night— perhaps he could not hold his hand—but

•what of that ?— Our children shall not starve, at all

events—I have the gold—the gold",

And he laughed with a shocking levity.

" Yes, we have reason to rejoice", replied his wife, ^iiii

calmness—"but the widow— the poor widow ! To-nighi,

while the wind is howling about her house, how lonesome

is her heart, and low within her.' They had one child, a

boy ; and she is often looking at him how, and asking

herself if the story can be true. Oh, wretched man!
Had he, who did the deed, no wife, no family, to care for,

when he made a widow and an orphan at a blow ? And
all for a little dross !"

" Well—well ", said the barber hurriedly, " perhaps he

means to pay it back again as soon as he can, and to lay

the bones in consecrated ground. "What more can the poor

wretch do now ? Oh, wife, they say such money is

easily earned, but he who did it knows better".

"To-night", continued ^lary, following up her own
train of thought, " while the servants are Avhispering in

the kitchen, she is lying on her bed, with the child close

by her, and listening to every fresh account they bring her

of her loss. To see a husband or a ^^ife go calmly to

their doom— to tend them in their last sickness— to read

them holy lessons—to pray for them aloud when they are

dying or when they are dead—that's happiness to what

she feels to-night, although when you were sick I thought

it would be misery. She must not even know tnat he lies

in holy ground".
" But perhaps he shall in time. Let us talk no more of

this, to-night, at least".
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" Aye, Godfrey, it is best ; blood will speak, if it

should burst the grave for it".

There was a cobbler in B , who, like our bar-

ber, could scarcely obtain as many half-pence by his awl

as might procure him a sufficiency of the cheapest food.

Yet, however he was enabled to procure the means, the

fellow was a habitual drunkard. It was his practice when
intoxicated, to take his post at the village cross, and,

putting liis hands under his leather apron, to commence a

string of vociferous abuse against all the inhabitants of

the place without exception. The out-pouring usually

continued five or six hours without intermission, from ex-

ordium to peroration, greatly to the scandal of the regular

inhabitants, and to the entertainment of the little urchins

of the place, who gathered round him in a circle in order

to chorus his monologue with their shrill hurras. Yet, at

otiier times, the unfortunate wretch could be as decent and

well conducted as any individual in the place, and he

might have been, as the world goes, an estimable cha-

racter, if the fascination of strong drink had not an in-

fluence over him which it appeared almost impossible for

him to resist.

Within a fortnight after the occurrence just related, it

happened that this cobbler was sitting at work in his

miserable hut, and singing, as he made his lapstone ring,

when he was surprised to see tlie barber cross his thres-

hold. The latter having closed the door behind him, and

shoved in the bolt, approached the man of patches with

a serious countenance.
'• Shanahan", said he, *' I have something serious to say

to you, and it may be for your advantage, provided yoa

promise to keep it secret".

''Sacret, Mr. O'Berne? As to keepin' a sacret,

providin' its nothin' agin law or conscience, I'll keep a

sacret with any man brathin', though 'tis I says it, that

oughtn't".
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" It is not against law or conscience. Listen then.

For tliree nights successively, -within the last fortnight, I

dreamed of money in a certain place, that I will name to

you, provided you promise to assist me in obtaining it".

" Assist you ! I'll engage I will so, an' welcome. An'
is this what you call something sarlous to say to me?
Now I call it sometiiing pleasant—an' joyful—an' de-

lightful !" exclaimed the cobbler, springing from his seat

as he completed the climax. " Come away, an' let us lay

hands on it at once".

" No—no
—

" said the barber, " not so fast. The
search must be made at night. I will call on you myself

about eleven o'clock, and be ready to come with me. I

have not even mentioned it to my wife, for fear she might

have some scruples about using the money. The spot is

not far distant, though lonesome enough. I will tell you
where it is when 1 come at night".

O'Berne was true to his appointment ; and on this night

it was, that in the presence of the cobbler, he dug up in a

lonesome ruin, within less than a quarter of a mile of the

village, that treasure, for the possession of whicli he ac-

counted to his wife in a very different manner. A
moderate portion of the prize easily bribed the cobbler to

keep silence until it should suit O'Berne's convenience to

call on him to give testimony of the manner iu which he
Lad obtained the money.

Soon after, the barber and his family left the neigh-

bourhood of B , where they were not heard

a^jain of for more than a score of years.

CHAPTER XI.

Young Edninnd 'Rloynehan was brought np wltTi all the

care that could possibly be bestowed on the education of u

child. He was carefully preserved, in his early years,
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from all access of superstition. He heard none of those

garrulous tales wliich too often haunt the nursery, and be-

speak future victims to weakness of mind, almost in tlia

very cradle. In the mean time, the true spirit of religion

was deeply impressed upon his heart; and his practice

was the more fervent in proportion as it was more en-

lightened, lie grew apace, and in time inherited the office

wliich had proved so fatal to his father. He exercised it,

however, in a very different manner. He took no bribes,

and he allowed no false returns. The astonishment which

such a line of conduct excited about B was
proportioued to the novelty of the provocation. Almost
every tax -payer joined in abuse of Edmund Moynehan.
Many called him a mean, exact, prying fellow ; and a few

of the more fiery gentry even talked of "calling him out";

but he did not alter his course, and they found themselves

under the necessity of being as exact as himself. In all

other respects, he was what his father had been in his

earlier and happier days.

He had reached his three-and-twentieth year without

meeting any adventure out of the ordinary course of rural

hfe in the rank in which he moved. He yet retained a

strong recollection of his parent, and he felt, without the

least emotion of revenge, a strong desire to investigate the

mystery of his disappearance.

One evening, he was standing at the window of the

small parlour which looked out (for he now occupied the

dwelling first owned by his father) on the waters of the

Shannon. Although the sun shone bright, a westerly gale

drove fieicely along the surface of the stream, and con-

fined the fishing craft to their moorings by the windward
beach. The narrow-pinioned fishers hovering above the

broken waves, by their screams and rapid motion added

much to the interest of the scene. Occasionally a bulky

cormorant flew with outstretched neck along the surface of

the bay, ^hile the pleasure boat (which Moynehan some-
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times used in lus days of leisure), tossed and tnsr.^ed at

her anchor by the shore.

Living, notwitlistanJing his occupation, in comparative

solitude, with few objects to inteiest his thoughts in anv

remarkable degree, it is not surprising that young Moy-

nehan often dwelt with undiminished interest upon the

mystery of his father's fiite. That violence, and human
violence, had been employed in his destruction, he en-

tertained no doubt. Of greater enterprise and firmness

than his fatlier had been, he only wanted footing for the

inquiiy-, .ind the total absence of this was what often lay

heavy at his heart.

A por.nut of iiis father, rudely finished, yet with

suflicient re?cmblance^to correspond with his recollection

of the originnl, was suspended against the wall. Op-

pressed with the reflections which crowded on his mind

as he gazed on the familiar features, he left the house and

hurried to the strand, where he paced for some time in

silence along the margin of the water. His boatman was

employed in repairing the keel of a small skifl", which was

used as a kind of tender on the p'easure boat. Near him,

Rick I/illis, gvuwn gray with ye;irs, and somewhat bowed

by care, was leaning against a huge block of stone, and

observing the bo;;tman at work.
*' The young masther looks as if he was put out a

little", said the boatman.

"Ah, little admiration he sliould", replied the old herds-

man. "It is fourteen years and better now since we lost

tiie ould one. JMany's the time since I repented that I

didn't go with him that niglit, or make him go with me.

But when a man's hour's come they say tiie world wouldn't

put it off. I might well know them hills were no placj

for any one to bo thravelling at niglit, let alone such a

night as that ; but he wouldn't be said by me. I hard of

a thing happening among them hills before, that was
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enough to malvc anybody look about him before he'd

venture among 'em late at night".

" What was that ?"

" I'll tell you. You know Jerry Lacey, the petllar, ihat

used to go through the counthj-y formerly sellin' ribbons,

an' rings, an' snutf-boxes, an' things that way, at the great

houses an' places along the road ?"

"You mean hira that has a shop now overright where

O'Berne the barber lived formerly at B ?"

" I do—the very man. lie was thravellin' from Cork,

an' he took the couthrary way through the same mountains

that my master (rest his sowl!) an' myself went that night.

Well, if he did, it come late upon him, an' he tnrned off

the road, thinkin' to make a short cut, an' he lost his way
so the mountains, an' it was midnight before he met a

human christian, or one ha'p'orth. ' What'll become o'

me at all, I wondher', says Jerry; ' 'twas the misforthinate

hour I ever turned off o' you, for one road', says he. Well,

on he went, an' in place o' comin' to any place, 'tis

lonesomer an' loiiesomer the road was gettin' upon him, till

at last he hard a nize, as it were o' somebody hammcriu'

at a little distance. So he med towards the nize. Well,
'

'tisn't long till he comes to a little lonesome cabin without

e'er a windy in front, and a rish light burnin' within, an'

the doore half open, an' the ugliest man ever you see

sittin' upon a stool in the middle of the floore, and he

bavin' a tinker's anvil on his lap, an' he makin' saucepans.
'• 'Bless all here', says Jerry, pushing in the door.

"The li'ctle man made him no answer, only looked up

Ftliraight in his face, an' tould him to come in an' shet the

doore.

•••An' what do you want now ?' says the little tinker,

when Jerry done what he bid him.

'"Shelther, then, for the night, plase your lordship
|

says Jerry, thinkin' it betther to be civil.
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" ' Take a sate by the liie', says the tinker, ' an* we'll

Bee uhat's to be done'.
"

' Tliat your reverence may lose nothin' by it', says

Jerry, dhraMin' a cliair. ' Them tliat give the stranger

shelter in this world, won't be left without it themselves

in the next'.

"Well, there they sat. There was a pot boiling over

the fire, an' it had a smell o' mait, which, I'll be bail, Jerry

wasn't sorry to find. So afthcr a while, the tinker went

out, as he said, to dig a handful o' pzaties, to have with

the mait, an' tould Jerry for his life not to touch one

ha'p'orth about the place, an' above all things, not to look

into the pot, for if he'd daar do it, the mutton 'ud be

spiled. Well, hardly was he outside the doore, when Jeiry

•was a'most ready to faint, wantiu' to know what was in

the pot. So as there was ne'er a windee, and the doore

fast shet, he thought he'd take one dawny peep. 'Never

welcome himself an' his pot', says Jerry, ' if he hadn't to

say anything about it, sure I wouldn't care one bane what

was in it. Tin kilt from it, for a pot', says he, fixin' his

two eyes upon it. 'I won't look at it at all', says he, ''tis

up at the dhresser I'll look, an' I'll whistle the Humours o'

Glin, an' who knows but I'd shkame away the thoughts of

it 'till himself 'ud come in'. So he turned his back to the

fire, and began whistling. ''Tis bilin' greatly, what-

somever it is', says he by an' by. ' Ah sure what hurt is

there in one peep ? How will he ever find it out ? A
likely story indeed, that the mutton 'ud be spiled by one

look. He's an ould rogue, that's what he is, an' I'll have

a pticp in spite o' the Danes'. So he went to the fire-

side, and he ruz the lid. There was a great steam, an'

the wather bilin' tantivity. ' I'm in dlircad o' my life',

says Jerry. " What'U I do at all, if he pins me
in the fact ? No matther, here goes, any way', an'

he struck down a fleshfork into the wather. Weil,

I'll go bail he opened his eyes wide enough, when
12*
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he drew tip upon the points of the fork a collop ot a
man's hand "

" Eyeh, Rick, ho-ivl
!"

" I'm only tellin' you the story as 1 hard it myself.

Sure I wasn't by".

"Do yoii mane to persuade me a thing o' that kind

ever Jiappened ?"

" Can't you hear my story? what do I know only as I

bear? 'Well', say;; Jerry, an' he lookin' at his prize,

'here's a state', says he; 'here's piirty work; what in the

world will become o' me now at all ?' says he : ' I'll let

down the pot-lid any way'.

"Well hardly all was right, when the tinker come in.

" ' Did you look in the pot r' says be.

" ' Oh my lord', says Jerry, *• what for *ud I be lookin'

in it?'

" ' Are you hungry ?*

" ' Not much, my lord'.

'"Will you take a cup o the broth?'
" Well, Jerry thought he'd dhrop, when he hard b!m

axiu' him to take a cup o' the broth.

" ' Not any, we're obleest to your reverence', says he,

bowin' very polite,

" ' What'll yon do then ?' says the tinker.
'" I'll stay as I am, with your lordship's good will'.

"'There's a bed witliin in the room, there; maybe
you liko to take a stretch on it ?'

" Why then I believe I will, plase your reverence',

says Jerry^ as I'm tired'.

" So he took his pack, an' away with him into the room,
as if he was walkin' into the mouth of a tiger. He didn't

like to go to bed, althongli there was the nicest bedstead
in a corner, with white dimity curtains, an' a fine soft

tick, an' the room nately boorded an' soundid as if there

was a kitchen under it. So he rowlcd himself in his

great coat, an' sat down in a corner waitin' to see what
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'ud happen, bein' in dhread he'd fall asleep, If he stretched

upon the bed. The moon was sliinhi' in the windee, when,
about twelve o'clock, as sure as you're standin' there, he
tould mj father, he seen the bed sinkin' in the ground.

Oh, his heart was below in his shoe !
' Wasn't it the good

thought o' me', says he, ' not to go to bed ? I declare to

ray heart', says lie, ' I'll make a race while he's below !'

So out he started, an I'll cngnge 'tis long till he was caught
goin' through the mountains at night again".

" Dear knows, that's a wondherful story", said the

boatman. " But asy ! what boat is that I wondher,
runnin' in for the little creek? Some jot or another,

may be dhruv in by the wind, an' she comin' in from
Cove".

On nearer approach, however, the vessel seemed too

small to auswcr this conjecture. She was a little cutter,

of about ten or twelve tons burden, with snow white

sails, close-reefed, and dre.iched to the peak with spray.

Casting anchor near the shore, a small boat was lowered

from the stern, into which two persons entered, and pro-

ceeded to land. On reaching the shore, one left the boat,

while the other, pushing otf into the breakers, which even
here ran high, returned to the cutter. The stranger, who
remained, was a man deeply " declined into the vale of

years", wnlppcd in an old plaid cloak, and wearing a cap

of seal-skin. He stooped much, and walked with so

mucii difficulty, that but for a stick, on which he leaned,

it would have been impossible for him to have maintained

his upright position. Perceiving him about to take the

road leading to the interior, young Moynehan approached,

and politely asked him to his house for the night, as it was
usual to do with any stranger who travelled in these lonely

districts. The only inn, he informed him, at which he

could obtain accommodation, was at such a distance that it

would fatigue him extremely to reach it on foot that day.

The same accommodation he otlored for his boatman.
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There was in the strangei-'s manner of accepting the

courtesy, an air of deep humility and deprecation, that

indicated habitual suflering. lie trembled like one in a

fit of palsy, and bowed low, supporting himself by grasping

his stick, with both hands, while he murmured forth his

thanks. The same deep gratitude he siiowed for every

trivial attention that "as paid him on his entering the

hoase. It seemed as if he thought the humblest attitude

he could assume was far above his pretensions, and no

exertions that either the widow or iier son could make,

were sufficient to draw him into fiee and unembarrassed

conversation throughout the evening. He sat as far apart

as possible from every individual that was present, bowed
with the utmost respect at every word that was addressed

to him, as if it were a favour of the last importance. Two
or three times, Edmund Moynehan saw, or fancied he saw,

the eyes of the stranger rest upon his features with au
expression of incpiiry, w hich, however, instantly disappeared

as soon as their glances met. After Mrs. Moynehan had

retii-ed for the night, he endeavoured to lead their gue^t

into more familiar dialogue, and to invite him to conti-

denco by showing him an example,

"You must excuse my mother's retiring so early",

said Edmund; "she always does so, since my father's death.

We are rather a lonely family at present".

" Indeed, sir ?" said the stranger with a smile.

" You are probably new to this country ?" asked

Edmund.
" Indeed, sir, much the same. It is now so long since

1 left it, that 1 may well be called a stranger".

"Ah, then it is not likely that you are acquainted with

our misfortune. 1 never like, of course, to allude to it iu

tiie presence ot" my motlier, but now that she is gone, it

may furnish you with some kind of ajiology for the sorry

Liitertaiument you have met to-night".

The stranger bowed low, but made no reply, and Edmund
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(who loved to talk of his fathei's unaccountable dis-

appearance) gave liim a full detail of all the circumstances

respecting it which had come to his knowledge. The

stranger seemed to listen with the deepest interest, but

like one who was habituated to feelings of a still deeper

kind than any which the narrative was calculated to excite

in the mind of an uninterested person.

"There are few circnmstances attending my father's

death", said Edmund, " supposing him to have perished,

and indeed it would be idle to think otherwise, which arc

to my mind so painful as its suddenness. Even at this

distance of time, and with my slight remembrance of niy

father, it is surprising to myself what slight circumstances

will bring his fate, in all its force, upon my mind. The

other day, I happened to be present in the cottage of a

tenant, who lay in his death-sickness, endeavouring with

nil the power of his heart and mind to review and an-

ticipate the coming judgment on the whole. When I saw

him piously receiving the rites of his religion, and dying

at last amid the audible prayers of his family, how keenly

did the thought of my father's murder penetrate my soul,

when I compare it with this peaceful parting!"

Edmund paused, but the stranger made no remark.

" Still", continued Edmund, " 1 would not exchange his

lot with that of his murderer".

" No, no—oh, no", replied the stranger.

"To be sure", said Edmund, " I can but guess what the

remorse attending such a crime should be, but even from

conjecture, I wonder how a human being could prefer the

custody of such a torturing secret, even to detection and

ignominy".
*' Hanging", said the stranger, " is such a horrid

death".
•' Hut can it, short as the anguish is, be anything so

horrible as the remorse for such a deed?'
•• Oh, no. I said not that", replied the str.mger, " for

16
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sure I am—at least I think—that were the innocent truly

to know what it is to feel remorse, they would never steep

their hands in crime. But tliey know nothing of it—

•

books — legends —all are painted flame to the fire of

genuine remorse in a bosom that is capable of feeling it".

" If such be your opinion", said Edmund, " how do you
account for the apparent indifterence in which many live

who are known to have perpetrated the most appalling

crimes ?"

" I know not", said the stranger; "that such is the

fact ap[)ears indisjiutabie, but I cannot account for it oa
natural reasons. Yet dreadful as it is to feel remorse, so

far at least as one may guess, to do nothing but tremble

for the future, and nothing but shudder at the past ; to lie

on a restless bed, and find no comfort in the davlight, nor

in the siglit of friends' faces or the hearing of familiar

conversatiun ; I should still prefer remorse in its most

poignant form, to the dreadful insensibility that you
describe'.

" You, then", said Edmund, " would not be one of

those who prefer remorse to reparation ?"

"How can I answer you ?" replied the stranger,

" Death, certain death is a thing so terrible to con-

temjjlate with a steady eye".

" It would appear indeed", said Edmund, " as if there

were persons who could find it easier to inflict than to

endure it".

At this moment the stranger, who scarcely seemed to

be in health during the whole conversation, complained of

fatigue, and exprc^ised a Avish to go to rest. Edmund
ordered a light, and the servant went before to prepare

the room.
'• There's no sin, I hope, sir", said the old man, turning

round with diliiculty as he slowly walked towards the

chamber door. " There's no sin after all, I hope, that

may not meet forgiveness. Even you, sir, I am sure^
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could forgive the man Avho has injured you so nearly, pro-

vided he were humbly to beg forgiveness at your feet ?

How much more reasonably might he hope for mercy ;)!

its very source ?"

" The dilference is essential", answered Edmund. -
i

am far from feeling personal resentment against the authi';

of my father's death. I do not mean to boast that I n\v

free from even the first impulses of passions that aie

common to our nature ; but as there are pangs that pieret'

too deep for tears—as there is bliss too exquisite for

laughter—so also there are injuries that in their veiy

magnitude exclude all thought of self-redress—that

in a peculiar manner seem to make vengeance ( as

sure it is in every case) an usurpation of the divme

prerogative''.

The stranger retired, and Edmund soon after followed

his example. He had not yet, however, closed his eyes,

when the door opened, and a head was protruded into the

apartment. It was that of old Rick. Lillis.

" Whist! i\Ii>ther Edmund !"

" Well, Rick ?"

" Are you asleep, sir ?"

" How could I answer your call if I were '"

" Sure enough, sir", said Rick^ coming in and closing

the door behind him. " Do you know that sthrauge

jettleman, sir?"

" Kot I. Do you know anything of him?'"
" Oh, no, sir, only I just stepped in to mention a

dhroll thing I seen him doing that surprised me".

"Doing? AVhen? Is he not in his room?"
" He was, sir, an' I seen the candle sliinin' the»-e when

I was walkin' dov/n the lawn to go home for -he ii:.i:h>,

but of a sudden it niLPved, uvC our it come to the. pailour.

'I declare to my heart', says !> 'I'll go back an' see

what tlia^. iad Avants out in the parloiir again'. So I crep

up to the windee, an' I jest tuk oti' my hat this way an'
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peeped in, and sure there I seen him plain enough. An'
what do you think he was doiii', sir?"

" How can I tell ?"

" Sure enough. Well, he had the candle ruz up in his

hand, an' he viewin' the pecthur—your poor father's

pecthur this was—again the wall, an' if he did, afther

viewin' it all over, he med towards the table, an' down he
sat, an' covered his face this way with his two hands for

as good as a quarter of an hour ; an' when he done
thiiikin', or whatsomever he was doin', he ruz up again

an' tuk out a little pocket-book, an' wrote something ; but,

just at that moment, it so happened that I hot the pane

o' glass with the lafe o' my hat unknownst, an' he started

like a little robineen, which I did also, an' run for the bare

life, round by the haggart an' in the kitchen doore, in

dhread o' my life he'd ketch me. An' that's my story."

" It's curious," said Moynehan. " Were you able to

learn from his boatman who they were ?"

" Not a word, sir. Many an offer I med, but it's no
use for me."

On the following morning to the astonishment of all

the family, the stranger was nowhere to be found. The
bed appeared as if it had been slept in, but there was no
other trace remaining of their visitor. All inquiry was

vain ; and they ceased at length to speak of what had
taken place.

CHAPTER XH.

What was more singular, the manner of the stranger'3

disaj)pearance was as much a secret to hin)self as to any-

body else. He had gone to rest on the preceding night in

the bed which was assigned to him, nor did he wake 'till
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after sunrise on the following morning. What then was

his astonishment and terror to find himself fully dressed,

•wrapped in his cloak, and lying in a meadow on the road-

side, within more than a mile from the river, and in sight

of the village of B 1 Ashamed, however, to

return to his hostess and her son after so singular an ad-

venture, and not knowing how he could obtain credit for

the truth, he pursued his way without interruption.

It happened in a few months after, that Edmund Moy-
nehan, returning late from a journey, called into Rath

Danaher, where he was acquainted. In the course of the

evening, the conversation turned upon a report then pre-

valent about B , respecting a " haunted house"

in the outskirts of the place, wliich had once, they said,

been tenanted by a barber of the name of O'Berne, but in

consequence of having got an ill nanje, had for a long

time continued uninhabited. The barber and his wife,

they understood, had died abroad, but more than once of

late strange noises had been heard about the place at

night, and one person in particular distinctly averred that

he had seen the ghost of the barber himself, with a light

in his hand, going through all his professional evolutions

as if attending and entertaining customers. One or two,

they said, on the strength of this report, had liad the

courage to sit up alone at night to question the phantom,

but in vain, for they had neither seen nor heard anything

supernatural.

So highly was Edmund's curiosity excited by this

account, that he immediately formed the resolution to

watch with Lillis for the appearance of the phantom.
The moment he announced this determination, he became,

as may be supposed, the hero of the company. All

crowded about him describing the fearful nature of the

sounds which had been heard, and advising him to give up
the idea as rash and foolish. At one time, thev said,

stei)S -AS of hoofs iron-shod were h^'ard resounding through
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the house : at another, whispers and sighs were andibly

breathed in the very face of the listener; while at other

times, a heavy pace was heard descending the stairs, and

at .-^very landing-place a leap that shook the walls to their

foundation and made every door upon that story tly opea

open as if burst by lightning.

It may be. easily supposed that, of the two. Rick Lillis

was not the more desirous to put this audacious ex-

periment in execution. He was encouraged, however, on

understanding that the boatman was to be of the party.

On the following evening, the three set out together to the

barber's house. The night was falling fast, but a bright

crescent sujtplied the place of the declining day-light.

The barber's house had all the appearance of a long-

deaerted tenement. The windows were broken, the

shutters shut, the little flower-plots overgrown with weeds,

and the wood-work of the building crushed anJ worm-
eaten. On entering the house, Rick and the boatman

proceeded to make two large fires, one for themselves in

an inner room, the other for Edmund Moynehan in that

which had heretofore served the purpose of a kitchen,

hi each there was a table laid with lights and materials

i'or supper. In what had been the kitchen, young Moy-
nehan remained alone, having given directions to his two

attendants, whatever they might see or hear, not to

hitrude on him uncalled. As this was the chamber which

had especially the fame of being " haunted". Rick felt no

indiiialion whatever to dispute his commands, and would

even have been better pleased that the prohibition had

been wholly unconditional.

Kight had long fallen, and the two fellow-servants, en-

couraged by the absence of any thing which could give

countenance to the awful rumours they had heard, began

to converse with freedom, while th-^^y laid hands on the

cneer which had been laid before them. Rick, in thu

mcaniime, exerted all his eloquence and all his ghostly
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lore m labouring to shake the obstinate incredulity of

bis companion, who could and would admit no possibility

of tlie truth of such a rumour.

"Tell me", he said, at last, in indignation, "if you were

to see it voursell", would you behevc it ?"

" I would". •

" 'Tis a wondher. An' you won't believe other people

when they sees it. Don't they say many a time, that if

a man buries money, or if he didn't pay his debts before

he died, or wronged any body, he'll be troubled that way,

an' risiu' ever au' always till
"

He paused, for at this moment a noise was heard at the

door of the room in which they sat. It opened, and a

sight appeared which froze the very heart of Rick, and

even appalled for a time the incredulous mind of the

boatman. A figure wearing a barber's apron, and bearing

in its hands a basin and other professional implements,

was seen distinctly to advance into the lighted room, and

slowly moved towards where the Avatchers sat. Rick

muttered a fervent ejaculation.

*' I'll spake to it", said the boatman.
" A' Tim, eroo ! Tim a-vourueen !"

"Do you mind his eyes?" said Tim.
" Blazin' like two coals o' fire", said Rick. " A' Tim,

what'U become of us!—Oh, wisha, wisha!'
" I'll spake to it", said Tim.
" A' Tim, don't asthore ! The less you say to it the

betther, 'till the third time of it comin', an' if I wait for

the tliird time, I'll give you leave to say my name isn't

Rick Lillis".

The figure passed slowly by, and into the room In

which young Moynehan sat. Wliile this event proceeded,

the latter was occupied with thoughts of au absorbing

kind. The loneliness of the place and the purpose fur

which he had come thitlier, threw him naturally into a

mood of melancholy reflection, and his thoughts gradually
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fixed themselves upon his father's story, which always

occupied the deepest place in his mind. He regretted ex-

tremely that he had not taken greater pains to search afteJ

their strange guest, whose conduct respecting the portrait,

together with his unceremonious departure, had indicated

something more than an accidental interest. While he

pursued these thoughts, the door of the inner room was

opened, and it required all his presence of mind to enable

him to maintain his resolution. The barber's ghost was

there indeed before his eyes ! One glance, however, at

the old man's countenance was sufficient to reassure him,

while at the same time it touched as if with an electric

tangent the deepest feelings of his nature. The figure,

differing only in attire, was that of the old man to

whom they had given a night's lodging a short time

before

!

Edu^nnd paased ; he held his very breath with caution,

while the figure, with dreamy eyes and measured

thoughtful action, set about the task which he seemed to

have in hand. His motion, however, although soft, was
not so noiseless as to intimate the presence of a spiritual

being. He laid aside the basin, took out a razor which

appeared covered with rust, and seemed to wliet it for

some moments. He then paused for a long time, and

seemed to suffer under the infliction of some excruciating

doubt.

" Thou shalt not steal !"—he said in a whisper, " that's

true. But must our children perish ?"

He paused, and Edmund bent his whole mind to listen.

"Mary!" continued the barber, "lay by that prayer

book, and attend to me. Mary, I say ! True— true I

she is asleep— they are all asleep but he and I. Who'll

find it out? None— none—there is no fear".

Here he set a chair, and seemed as if watching the

movements of another person.

"Honesty?" said he, still speaking in broken whispers,
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"what's that? Is it justice? That my babes should

starve while he—besides
—

'tis public—the public money

—

a mere grain—a drop—Oh ! all the gold ! what a heap !

what a heap of gold ! Here's riches ! Where's the evil

!

'Tis nothing to the state, and we shall never want again"*.

It then suddenly appeared as if his thoughts had taken

a wholly new direction, for he put on a hurried manner,

and exclaimed with great rapidity, but yet in whispered

accents

—

" What's to he done ?—He wakes ! He will search

the house, and all will be discovered. I know it— the

pear-tree in ihe orchard—Is it locked again, and the

stones as heavy as the gold ?—Thief?—hark ! Who calls

me thief?"

Here he shrunk upon himself with so much terror as to

contract his figure to nearly half its usual height. " Oh,

yes—all that is past ! I can no longer look them in the

face". Again his manner changed, and sinking on his

knees, he fixed his eyes upon the ground, as if arrested

by some object of riveting interest. "Who has done

this?" he said in a whisper. " Quite stiff and cold! and

the portmanteau gone ! Oh, misery ! what a night ! how
ill begun, and ended immeasurably worse—'let him lie

there awhile— we'll find a time to bury it. But the gold!

yes! yes!—the gold! the gold! the gold! We ai"e safe

at last—our children shall not starve".

Here he held up his hands as if in exultation, and

burst into a loud and lengthened fit of laughter, while he

hugged his arms close, as if they held a treasure, and his

countenance was convulsed bi'tween delight and biting

agony. After a little time, he started as if some new
thought had struck him.

" The razor
—

" he said, " the razor—where did I

leave it?"

Edmund, however, had secured what he now considered

the dumb but fatal witness of its owner's guilt. The
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distress of the sleeper seemed extreme at not finding it,

but again his thoughts appeared to run into a new
direction, and after muttering something more about the

orcliard and the pear-tree, he advanced to the kitchen

door and opened it. Edmund quicl^ly followed, but the

door was fast before he reached it, nor could all hia

strength or dexterity avail to open it. Conceiving the

quantity of evidence hardly sufficient to take any decided

step upon the instant, he waited until morning, when he

hastened to lay the whole before a neighbouring ma-
gistrate. It was determined, in order, by the number of

witnesses, to add as much as possible to the evidence

already procured, to watch for another night in the de-

serted house, in the expectation of a second ghostly visit

from its former owner. Tiie police supplied by the ma-
gistrate were stationed in the garden, while Edmund, now
without light or fire, awaiteii, in a secret corner of the

kitchen, the appearance of him whom he strongly sus-

pected to be his father's murderer. He was not dis-

appointed. About midnight the barber came, but not, as

on the preceding night, a walking sleeper. He entered

wide awake—wrapt in his cloak, and followed by a man
whom Edmund easily recognized as the boatman who had

spent the night with him at their house.

" You shall be well rewarded", said the barber, " but

be secret. I will show you where the body lies that I

told you of—but remember there are the deepest reasons

for keeping secret the whole story of my friend's death,

and though I wish to have him laid in holy ground, it

would be evil and not good to have it talked of".

" Never fear", said the boatman, " only show the spot"«

The barber accordingly led the way to the garden.

Edmund followed to the pear-tree, at the root of which

they dng up the soil, setting their spades in the direction

indicated by the old man. In a short time he saw them

raise from the earth the bones of a human figure, which
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they placed upon the gvoiuul. Closing in the grave, they

took the cloth between them, and were in the act or

retiring from the orchard, when Ednnnid advanced u]ioii

the path before them, and commanded them to halt.

" Who's there ?" exclaimed the barber.

"The son of your victim", answered Edmund; "of hira

whom you murdered witli tliis razor, and whose bones you

are conveying hence. You are our prisone'i".

Tlio barber had scarcely heard these Mords when he

sunk, overpowered by terror, at the feet of liis accuser.

The assistant, affrighted at what was said, was about to

fly, when he was intercepted by the magistrate's police,

who brought the whole party before that ftuictiouary on

the following morning. The latter, having heard the

whole of the circumstances, was about to issue a warrant

of committal, when the barber, who had not said a word

in his own defence during the whole of the proceedings,

requested at length to be heard in explanation. His wisli

was instantly complied with, and the deepest silence and

attention prevailed while he spoke as follows:—
"It will surprise you, Mr. ^Magistrate, and you, Mr.

Moynehan, to learn, that notwithstanding all this weight

of circumstance, I am not guilty of the otfence with which

vou charge me. When 1 have proved mv innocence, as

1 shall do, my case will furnish a strong instance of the

fallibility of any evidence that is indirect in a case where

human life is interested. All the circumstances are true

—

mv extreme necessity—his midnight visit to my house

—

his disappearance on that night, accompanied by signs of

violence—mv subsequent increase of wealth— and the

seeming revelation of my waking dream, as overheard by

Mr. Moynehan : and yet I am not guilty of this crime.

If you will have patience to listen, I will tell you how far

my guilt extended, and where it stopped".

He then detailed the circumstances preceding the noc-

turnal visit of the deceased tax-gatherer, disguising
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nothing of his poverty, nor the many temptations by whicli

he was beset.

" Still", said he, " I tell you a simple truth when I

assert that, during the whole time of this visit, Avhile he

lay sleeping in his chair, and while I held the razor in my
hand, so shocking a thought as that of taking a fellow-

creature's life never once, even for an instant, crossed my
mind. But there was another temptation which did

suggest itself, and to which I did give way. The port-

manteau containing the money, lay on a chair near the

window—he slept profoundly—I took the key from his

pocket—I removed the money, which was chiefly in gold

and silver, and filling the two bags in which it was con-

tained with small pebbles of about an equal weight, I

replaced the portmanteau as it was before. I then awoke
him with difficulty, and fearful of being discovered if ho

remained till morning, persuaded him to resume his

journey.

" He had scarcely left the house when I found myself

seized with an imaccountable terror at the idea of de-

tection and ignominy. Accordingly, abstracting from the

sum a few pieces of silver for present uses, I made fast

the remainder in a bag, and hurried out into the air, un-

certain whither to direct my steps. I ran across the

neighboui'ing fields with the design of seeking out some

place ot concealment for my treasure. An old ruin within

a short distance of the village suggested itself as a

favourable spot for my design, and thither accordingly I

hastened. In an obscure corner of the building 1 de-

posited the money, and returned to my own house with a

mind distracted by anxiety and remorse.

" On my way home, I heard voices, and the sound of

horses' feet, in a field upon my right. I listened, and the

words I caught seemed to be those of people who were

exercising and leaping horses. Soon after, a horse without

a rider left the field at full gallop. The sounds ceased,
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and in a short time I saw two horsemen galloping from

the place. Strange as it may seem, I have the proof of

what I am about to state, and let it warn you, sir, and

all wlio are in power, to weigh well the grounds on which

tiiey decide the guilt or innocence of the wretches whom
they judge. I entered the field, and found there, lying at

a distance from the ditch, the body of the tax-collector,

newly dead, with a dreadful wound upon the head, and

the portmanteau gone! My first impulse—I know not

wherefore—was to conceal the work of murder. Favoured

by the night, which still continued stormy, 1 conveyed

the body to my own orchard, wliere I gave it temporary

interment in the spot from which I was last night detected

in the act of seeing it removed. It Avould be vain to tell

what poignancy this dreadful addition to the terrors of the

night imparted to my remorse. I felt almost as if I had

been myself the author of his destruction; and the apparent

certainty, likewise, that the detection of the crime which

I had committed, would be sufficient to convict me also in

the eyes of all judges of that which I had not, made my
life one protracted thought of fear and misery".

Here the barber related, with feelings of the deepest

shame, the device which he had adopted of digging up the

treasure in the presence of the cobbler, in order to throw

a veil over the real origin of his new prosperity.

" Still", said he, " I could not be at rest amid the

scenes which continually reminded me of that terrible

event. The consciousness of meanness joined to guilt

added the poignancy of self-contempt to the deeper an-

guish of remorse. I fled the country, and souglit refuge in

change of scene' from my fears and my remembrances.

"But it was in vain. I could not lial repose, for I

carried my violated conscience still about me. Every

new article I purchased for the use of my fauiily—every

fresh morsel of food that I lifted to my lips, seemed like a

I would at this time have

13
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given the whole world for a friend to whom I could confide

the secret that destroyed me. I thought of making a full

disclosure to my wife, but she was far too good and holy

to be the depositary of such a confidence.

" I entered into trade, and was successful, and in my
success, for a time, I lost something of my inward agony.
^ will not weary you, gentlemen, by a long detail of the

means by which I became acquainted with many of the real

perpetrators of the more heinous offence. They were two

persons who dined in company with Mr. Moynehan at

Castle Tobin, on the evening previous to his disappearance.

One died in Ireland soon after the occurrence—the other,

William Cusack (commonly called Buffer), died abroad,

and left this written confession of their common guilt,

which I obtained as you shall hear.

" The hand of Providence began to press upon my house.

One member after another of my family dropped into the

grave, until I remained alone in the world with my remorse

for a companion. Misfortune humbled me : I sought relief

at length at the right source, and revealed the whole to a

clergyman who attended me in a dangerous illness. It

was through his means that document came into my
possession—and it is in fulfilment of his injunction that I

have now come to the restitution of the money which I

have so long retained".

Strange as the barber's defence appeared to Edmund
and the magistrate, it was fully substantiated in the sequel

by the testimony of the clergyman who had placed the

confession, for his security, in the hands of O'Berne. Tlie

mode of his detection by Edmund ^loynehan relieved the

barber from an apprehension which had l(4ig sat next to

his remorse upon his mind. This was tlie fancy that be

had been haunted by an evil spirit, who disturbed him in

his sleep, and had on one occasion engaged him in a fatal

compact. It now appeared that himself, in his somnam-

bulism, had performed all those feats which had so much
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perplexed him, and that his midnight excursion to the fir-

grove was but a dream, to which he never would have paid

attention, but for the corroboration afforded to it by the

other mysterious occurrences. There was no prosecution

instituted on the minor offence, and the barber continued

lon<r after to lead a penitential life in the neighbourhood.

The house, however, has long been razed (as we have

already mentioned) to the earth, and it is legend alone that

preserves the memory of its situation amongst the neigh-

bouring villagers.



THE BROWN MAN.

All sorts of cattle he did eat

:

Some say he eat up trees,

And that the forest sure he would
Devour up by degrees.

For houses and churches were to him geese and turkeys j

He ate all, and left none behind.
But some stones, dear Jack, which he could not crack,

Which on the hills you'll find.

Dragon of Wantley

The common Irish expression of "the seven devils" does

not, it would appear, owe its origin to the supernatural

influences ascribed to that numeral, from its frequent

associations with the greatest and most solemn occasions

of theological history. If one were disposed to be fan-

cifully metaphysical upon the subject, it might not be

amiss to compare credulity to a sort of mental prism, by

which the great volume of the light of speculative

superstition is refracted in a manner precisely similar to

that of the material, every-day sun, the great refractor

thus showing only blue devils to the dwellers in the good
city of London, oravge and green devils to the inhabitants

of the sister (or rather step-daughter) island, and so

forward until the seven component hues are made out

through the other nations of the Earth. But what has

this to do with the story ? In order to answer that

question, the story must be told.
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In a lonely cabin, in a lonely glen, on the shores of a

lonely lough, in one of the nioat lonesome districts of west

Muiistcr, lived a lone woman named Guare. She had a

beautiful girl, a daughter named Nora. Their cabin was

the only one within three miles round them every way.

As to their mode of living, it was simple enough, for all

they had was one little garden of white cabbage, and they

had eaten that down to a few heads between them; a sorry

prospect in a place where even a handful of prishoc weed

was not to be had without sowing it.

It was a very fine morning in those parts, for it was

only snowing and hailing, when Nora and her mother were

sitting at the door of their little cottage, and laying out

plans for the next day's dinner. On a sudden, a strange

horseman rode up to the door. He was strange in more

ways than one. He was dressed in brown, his hair was

brown, his eyes were brown, his boots were brown, he

rode a brown horse, and he was followed by a brown dog.

"I'm come to marry you, Nora Guare", said the

Brown Man.

"Ax my mother fust, if you plaise, sir", said Nora

dropping him a curtsey.

" You'll not refuse, ma'am", said the Brown Man to the

old mother. "I have money enough, and I'll make your

daughter a lady, with servants at her call, and all manner

of fine doings about her". And so saying, he flung a

purse of gold into the widow's lap.

" Why then the Heavens speed you and her together,

take her away with you, and make much of her", said the

old mother, quite bewildered with all the money.
" Agh, agh", said the Brown Man, as he placed her on

his horse behind him without more ado. "Are you all

ready now ?"

" 1 am !" said the bride. The horse snorted, and the

dog barked, and almost before the word was out of her

mouth, they were all whisked away out of sight. After
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travelling a day and a night, faster than the •wind itself,

the Brown Man pulled up liis horse in the middle of the

Mangcrton mountain, in one of the most lonesome places

that eye ever looked on.

" Here is my estate", said the Brown Man.
" A'thcn, is it this wild bog you call an estate ?" said

the bride.

" Come in, wife ; this is my palace", said the bride-

groom.
" What ! a clay hovel, woi*se than my mother's ?"

They dismounted, and the horse and the dog disap-

peared in an instant, with a horrible noise, which the girl

did not know whether to call suortuig, barking, or laugh-

ing.

" Are you hungry ?" said the Brown Man. " If so,

there is your dinner".

" A handful of raw white-eyes,* and a grain of salt
!"

" And when you are sleepy, here is your bed", he con-

tinued, pointing to a little straw in a corner, at sight of

which Nora's limbs shivered and trembled again. It may
be easily supposed that slie did not make a very hearty

dinner that evening, nor did her husband neither.

In the dead of the night, when the clock of Mucruss

Abbey had just tolled one, a low neighing at the door,

and a soft barking at the window, were heard. Nora
feigned sleep. Tlie Brown Man passed his hands over her

eyes and face. She snored. " I'm coming", said he, and

he rose gently from her side. In half an hour after, siic

felt him by her side again. He was cold as ice.

Tiie next nigiit the same summons came. The Brown
Man rose. The wife feigned sleep. He returned cold.

The morning came.

The next night (5ame. The bell' tolled at Mucruss,

and was heard across the lakes. The Brown Man rose

• A kind of potato.
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again, and passed a light before the eyes of the feigning

sleeper. None shmiber so sound as they who ivill not

wake. Her heart trembled ; bnt her frame was qniet

and firm. A voice at the door summoned the hus-

band.

" You arc very long coming. Tbe earth is tossed up.

and I am hungry. Hurry! Hurry! Hurry ! if you would

not lose all".

" I'm comhig", said the Brown Man. Nora rose and

followed instantly. She beheld iiim at a distance winding

through a lane of frost-nipt sallow trees. He often paused

and looked back, and once or twice retraced his steps to

within a hw yards of the tree, behind which she had

shrunk. The moon-light, cutting the shadow close and

dark about her, afforded the best concealment. He again

proceeded, and she followed. In a few minutes they

reached the old Abbey of Miicruss. With a sickening

heart she saw him enter the church-yard. The wind

rushed through the huge yew-tree and startled her. She

mustered courage enongn, nowever, to reach the gate of

the church-yard and look ia. The Brown Man, the horse,

and the dog, were there by an open grave, eating some-

th'r.ig, and glancing thoiv bro'.AU, fiery eyes about in every

direction. The moon-light shone full on them and iier.

Looking down towards lier shadow on the earth, she

stared witli horror to observe it move, although she was
herself perfectly still. It waved its black arms and mo-
tioned her back. What the feasters said, she understood

not, but she seemed still fixed in the spot. She looked

once more on her shadow ; it raised one hand, and pointed

the way to the lane ; slowly rising from the ground, and

confronting her, it walked rapidly off in that direction. She
followed as quickly as miglit be.

She was scarcely in her straw, when the door creaked

liehind, and her husband euterCvU ^Q lay down by her

side, and started.
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"Uf! Uf!" said she, pretending to be just awakened,
'' how cold you are, my love !"

" Cold, inngh ? Indeed you're not very warm your-

srlf, my dear, I'm thinking".

" Little admiration I should'nt he warm, and you laving

-• p "V,.i(^ this way at night, till my blood is snow broth,

no less",

•
i. ,iiph!" said the Brown Man, as he passed his arm

roin;il lior waist. "Ha! your heart is beating fast?"

" Little arlmiration it should. I am not Avell, indeed.

Them pzaties and salt don't agree with me at all".

" Umph !" said the Brown Man.

The next morning as they were sitting at the break-

fast-table together, Nora plucked up a heart, and asked

leave to go to her mother. The Brown Man, who eat

untiling, looked at her in a way that made her think he

knew all. She felt her spirit die away within her. -

"If you only want to see your mother", said he, ** there

is no occasion for your going home. I will bring her to

you here. I didn't marry you to be keeping you gadding''.

The Brown Man then went out and whistled for liis

dog and his horse. They both came ; and in a very few

minutes they pulled up at the old widow's cabin-door.

The poor woman was very glad to see her son-in-law,

though she did not know what could bring liim so soon.

" Your daughter sends her love to you, motlier", says

the Brown Man, the villain, " and she'd be obliged to you

for a loand of a shoot of your best clothes, as she's

going to give a grand party, and the dress-maker has

disappointed her".

" To be sure and welcome", said the mother ; and

making up a bundle of the clothes, she put them into his

hands.

"Whogh! whogh!" said the horse as they drove ofi",

" that was well done. Ave we to have a meal of her ?"

"Easy, ma-coppuleen, and you'll get your 'noiigh
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before night," saia the Brown Man, " and you likewise;

my little dog."
'* Boh ?" cried the dog, "I'm in no hurry—I hunted

down a doe this morning that was fed with milk from the

horns of the moon."
Often in the course of that day did Nora Guare go to

the door, and cast her eye over the weary flat before it, to

di-cern, if possible, the distant figures of her bridegroom

and mother. The dusk of the second evening found her

alone in the desolate cot. She listened to every sound.

At length the door opened, and an old woman, dressed in

a new jock, and leaning on a staff, entered the hut. " O
mother, are you come ?" said Nora, and was about to rush

into her arms, when the old woman stopped her.

" Whist! whist! my child!—I only stepped in before

the man to know how you like him ? Sjieak softly in

dread he'd hear you—he's turning the horse loose in the

swamp abroad, over."

" O mother, mother ! sncli a story !"

" AVliist ! easy again—liow does he use you ?"

" Sorrow worse. That straw my bed, and them white-

eyes—and bad ones they are—all my diet. And 'tisn't

that same, only
"

"Whist! easy, again! He'll hear vou, may be

—

Well ?"

" I'd be easy enough, onlv for his own doings. Listen,

motlier. The fust night I came, about twelve o'clock
"

" Easy, speak easy, eroo !"

" Me got up at the call of the horse and the dog, and
staid out a good hour. He ate nothing next dav. The
second night, and the second dav, it was the same story.

The third^;^
"

" Ilu^ht ! husht ! Well the third night ?"

" The third night I said I'd watch him. Mother, don't

hold my hand so liard He got up, and I got up after

him Oh, don't laugli, mother, for 'tis frightful 1

13*
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followed him to Mucruss church yard Mother, mother

you hurt my hand 1 looked in at the gate—there was

great moonlight there, and I could see everything as plain

as day."
" Well, darling—husht ! softly ! What did you see ?"

" My husVjand by the grave, and the horse, •

Turn your head aside, mother, for your breath is very

hot and the dog, and they eating. Ah, you are

not my mother !" shrieked the miserable girl, as the Brown
Man flung off his disguise, and stood before her, grinning

worse than a blacksmith's face through a horse-collar.

He just looked at her one moment, and then darted his

long fingers into her bosom, from which the red blood

spouted in so many streams. She was very soon out of

all pain, and a merry supper the horse, the dog, and the

Brown Man had that night by all accounta.



OWNEY AND OWNEY-NA-PEAK.

Ay, mam', sir, there's mettle in this young fellow

;

What a sheep's look his elder brUher has

!

Flktcher's Elder Brother.

When Ireland had kings of her own—when there was no

Buch thing as a coat made of red cloth in the conutry

—

when there was plenty in men's houses, and peace and

quietness at men's doors (and that is a long time since)

—

there lived, in a village not far from the great ciiy of

Lnmneach,* two young men, cousins : one of them named
Owney, a smart, kind-hearted, handsome youth, with limb

of a delicate form, and a very good understanding. His

cousin's name was Owney too, and the neighbours

christened him Ouney-na-peak (Owney of the nose), on

account of a long nose he had got—a thing so out of

all proportion, that after looking at one side of his face, it

was a smart morning's walk to get round the nose and

take a view of the otiier (at least, so the people used to

s;iy). He was a stout, able-bodied fellow, as stupid as a

beaten hound, and he was, moreover, a cruel tyrant to

his young cousin, with whom he lived in a kind of

partnership.

Both these were of an humble station. They were

smiths—whitesmiths—and they got a good deal of

business to do from the lords of the court, and the

* The present Limerick.
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knights, and all the grand people of the city. But one

day young Owncy was in town, he saw a great pro-

cession of lords, and ladies, and generals, and gieat people,

among whom was the kinj^'s daugluer of the court—and

surely it is not possible for the young rose itself to be so

beautiful as she was. His heart fainted at her sight, and

he went home desperately in luve, and not at all disposed

to business.

Money, he was told, was the surest way of getting ac-

quainted with the king, and so he began saving until he

had put together a few hocjs* but Owney-na-peak finding

where he had hid them, seized on the whole, as he used

to do on all young Owney's earnings.

One evening young Owney's mother found herself

about to die, so she called her sou to her bed-side and

said to him :
" You have been a most dutiful good son,

and 'tis proper you should be rewarded for it. Take this

china cup to the fair—there is a fairy gift upon it—use

your own wit—look about }ou, and let the highest bidder

have it—and so, my white-headed boy, God bless 3 ou !"

The young man drew the little bed-curtniu down over

his dead mother, and in a few days after, with a heavy

heart, he took his china cup, and set oil' to the fair of

Garryowen.

The place was merry enough. The field that is called

Gallows Green now, was covered vith tents. These was

plenty of wine (potteen not being known in these days, let

alone pa7-lictment)—a great many handsome girls—and 'tis

unknown all the keoh that was Avith ihe boys and them-

Belvos. Poor Owney walked all the day through the lair,

wi:^hing to try his luck, but ashamed to oiler his china cup

an.ong all the fine things ihat were theic for sale.

Evening Mas drawing on at last, and he « as thinking of

going home, wiieu a sirange man tapped him on the

fchuulder, and said :
" ]\ly good you:h, 1 have been maiking

*A.ho(j, 1^. Id.
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you through the fair the Avhole day, going about with that

cup in your hand, speaking to nobody, and looking as if

you -would be wanting something or another."
'* I'm for selling it," said Owney.
" Wiiat is it you're for selling, you say ?" said a second

man, coming up, and looking at the cup.

" Why then," said the first man, " and what's that to

you, for a prying meddler, what do you want to know is

it he's for selling?"

" Bad manners to you (and where's the use of my
wishing you what you have already ?) haven't I a right to

ask the price of what's iu the fair ?"

" E'then, the knowledge o' the price is all you'll have

for it," says the first. " Here, my lad, is a golden piece

for your cup."

" That cup shall never hold drink or diet in your house,

please Heaven," says the second ;
" here's two gold piLCt-s

for the Clip, lad".

" Why, then, see this now—if I was forced to fill it to

the rim with gold before I could call it mine, you shall

never hold that cup between your fingers. Here, boy, do

you mind me, give me that, once for ail, and here's ten

gold pieces for it, and say no more".
*' Ten gold pieces for a china cup !" said a great lord of

the court, that just rode up at that minute, " it must

surely be a valuable article. Hero, boy, here's twenty

pieces for it, and give it to my servant".

" Give it to mine", cried another lord of the party,

" and here's my purse, where you will find ten uiorc

And if any man offers another traction for it to outbid

that, I'll spit him on my sword like a snipu".

" I outbid him", said a fair young lady in a veil, by his

side, flinging twenty golden pieces more on the ground.

There was no voice to outbid the lady, and young

Owney, kneeling, gave the cup into her hands.

•' Fifty gold pieces for a china cup 1" said Owney to
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himself, as ho plodded on home, " that was not worth

two ! Ah ! mother, you knew that vanity had au open

hand."

But as he drew near home, he determined to hide his

money somewhere, knowing, as he well did, that his

cousin would not leave him a single cross to bless himself

with. So he dug a little pit, and buried all but two

pieces, which he brought to the house. His cousin, know-

ing the business on which he had gone, laughed heartily

wlien he saw him enter, and asked him what luck he had

got with his punch-bowl.
" Not so bad, neither," says Owney. " Two pieces of

gold is not a bad price for an article of old china."

" Two gold pieces, Owney, honey ! erra, let us see

*em, may be you would ?" He took the cash from Owney's

hand, and after opening his eyes in great astonishment at

the sij^ht of so much money, he put them into his pocket.

" Well, Ovvuey, I'll keep them safe fur you, in my
pocket within. But tell us, may be you would, how
Come you to get such a mort o' money for an old cup o*

painted chaney, that wasn't worth, may be, a fi'penny bit ?"

" To get into the heart o' the fair, then, free and easy,

and to look about me, and to cry old china, and the first

man that come up, he to ask me, what is it I'd be asking

for the cup, and I to say out bold :
' A hundred pieces of

gold,' and he to laugh hearty, and we to huxter together

till he beat me down to two, and there's the whole way of

it all."

Owney-na-peak made as if he took no note of this, but

next morning early he took an old china saucer himself

had ill his cupboard, and off he set, without saying a word

to anybody, to the fair. You may easily imagine that it

created no small surprise in the place, when they heard a

great big fellow, with a china saucer in his hand, crying

out: "A raal cJianey saucer going for a hundred pieces of

goold ! raal chaney—who'll bii buying ?"
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'* Erra, what's that you're saying, yon great gomeril ?*•

says a man, coming up to him, and looking first at the

saucer, and then in his face. '' Is It thinking any body

would go make a muthaun, of himself to give the like for

that saucer?" But Owuey-na-peak had no ans\ver to

make, only to cry out : " IJaal chaney ! one hundred

pieces of goold
!''

A crowd soon collected about him, and tinding he would

give no account of himself, they all fell upon him,

beat him within an inch of his life, and after having satis-

fied themselves upon him, they went their way laughing

and shouting. Towards sunset he got up, and crawled

home as well as he could, without cup or money. As
soon as Owney saw him, he helped him into tiie forge,

looking very mournful, although, if the truth must be

told, it was to revenge himself for former good deeds of

his cousin, that he set him about this foolish business.

"Come here, Owney, eroo'', said his cousin, after he

had fastened the forge door, and heated two irons in the

fire. " You child of mischief!" said he when he had

caught him, "you shall never see the fruits of your roguery

again, for I will put out your eyes". And so saying, he

snatched one of the red-hot irons from the fire.

It was all in vain for poor Owney to throw himself on

his knees, and ask mercy, and beg and implore forgive-

ness: he was weak, and Owney-na-peak was strong: he

held him fast, and burned out both his eyes. Then taking

him, while he was yet fainting from the pain, upon his

back, he carried him off to the bleak hill of Knockpatrick,*

a great distance, and there laid him under a tombstone,

and went his ways. In a little time after, Owney came to

himself.

" sweet light of day ! what is to become of me now ?**

* A hill in the west of the Count}' of Limerick, on the summit of

which are the ruins of an old church, with a burying-grouud still in

use. The situatiou is exceedingly singular and bleak.
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thought the poor lad, as he lay on his back under the

tomb. " Is this to be the fruit of that unliappy present ?

Must I be dark for ever and ever ? and am I never more
to look npon that sweet countenance, that even in my
blindness is not entirely shut out from me ?" lie would

have said a great deal more in this way, and perhaps more

pathetic still, but just th^n he heard a great mewing, as if

all the cats in the world wer'^ coming up the liill together

in one faction. He gathered himself up, and drew back

under the stone, and remained quite still, expecting what
would come next. In a very short time he heard all the

cats purring and mewing about the yard, whisking over

the tombstones, and playing all sorts of pranks among the

graves. He felt the tails of one or two brush his nose
;

and well for him it was that they did not discover him
there, as he afterwards found. At last

—

'' Silence !" said one of the cats, and they were all as

mute as so many mice in an instant. " Now, all you cats

of this great county, small and large, gray, red, yellow,

black, brown, mottled, and white, attend to what I'm

going to tell you in the name of your king and the master

of all the cats. The sun is down, and the moon is up, and

the night is silent, and no mortal hears us, and I may tell

you a secret. You know the king of Munster's daughter ?"

"0 yes, to be sure, and why wouldn't we? Go on

with your story", said all the cats together.

" I have heard of her for one", said a little dirty-faced

black cat, speaking after they had all done, " for I'm the

cat that sits upon the hob of Owney and Owney-na-peak,

the whitesmiths, and I know many's the time young
Owney does be talking of her, wiien he sits by the fire

alone, rubbing me down and planning how he can get

into her father's court".

" Whist ! you natural !" says the cat that was making

the speech, " what do you think we care for your Owney,
or Owney-na-peak ?"
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" Mnrther, murther !" thinks Owney to himself. " di(i

any body ever hear the aiqiial of this ?"

" Well, gentlemen", says the cat again, " what I have

to say is this. The king was last week struck with blind-

ness, and you all know well, how and by wiiat means any

blindness may be cured. You know there is no disorder

that can ail mortal frame, that may not be removed by

paying a round at the well of Barrygowen* yonder, and

the king's disorder is such, that no other cure whatever

can be had for it. Now, beware, don't let the secret pass

one o' yer lips, for there's a great-grandson of Simon

Magus, that is coming down to try his skill, and he it is

that must use the water and marry the princess, who is to

be given to any one so fortunate as to heal her father's

eyes ; and on that day, gentlemen, we are all promised a

feast of the fattest mice that ever walked the ground".

This speech was wonderfully applauded by all the cats, and

presently after, the whole crew scampered ofl', jumping, and

mewing, and purring, down tlie hill,

Owney, being sensible that they were all gone, came
from his hiding place, and knowing the road to Barry-

gowen well, he set otf, and groped his way out, and shortly

knew, by the roaring of the waves,t rolling in from the

point of Foyncs, that he was near the place. He got to

the well, and making a round like a good Christian, he

rubbed his eyes with the well-water, and looking up, saw
day dawning in the east. Giving thanks, he jumped up

on his feet, and you may say that Owney-na-peak wa3
much astonished on opening the door of the forge to find

him there, his eyes as well or better than ever, and his

face as merry as a dance,

* The superstitious practice of paying rounds, with the view of

healing diseases, at Barrygowen well, in the Coui.ty of Limerick,

is still contiiiiied, nolwithstaiuling tlie exertions of tlie neinhbiuring

Catholic priestiiood, which have diminished, but not abolished it.

• Of the Shannon.
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"Well, cousin", said Owney, smiling, "you have dona

me the greatest service that one man can do another; you

put me in the way of getting two pieces of gold ", said

he showing two he had taken from his hiding place. " If

you could only bear the pain of suffering me just to put out

your eyes, and lay you in the same place as you laid me,

who knows what luck you'd have ?"

" No, there's no occasion for putting out eyes at all, but

could not you lay me, just as I am, to-night, in that place,

iiid let me try my own fortune, if it be a thing you tell

liruth ; and what else could put the eyes in your head,

after I burning them out with the irons ?"

" You'll know all that in time", says Owney, stopping

him in his speech, for just at that minute, casting his eye

tuwards the hob, he saw the cat sitting upon it, and
looking very hard at him. So he made a sign to Owney-
n:i-peak to be silent, or talk of something else ; at which
tlie cat turned away her eyes, and began washing her face,

quite simple, with her two paws, louking now and then

sideways into Owney's face, just like a Christian. By
and by, when she had walked out of the forge, he shut

the door after her, and finished what he was going to

say, which made Owney-na-peak still more anxious than

before to be placed under the tombstone. Owney agreed

to it very readily, and just as they were done speaking,

cast a glance towards the forge window, where he saw the

imp of a cat, just with her nose and one eye peeping in

through a broken pane. He said nothing, however, but

prepared to carry his cousin to the place; where, towards

uightfail, he laid him as he had been laid himself, snug
under the tombstone, and went his way down the hill,

resting in Siianagoldeu that night, to see what would come
of it in the morning.

Owney-na-peak had not been more than two or three

hours or so lying down, when he heard the very same
uuises coming up the hill, that had puzzled Owney tha
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night before. Seeing the cats enter the church-yard, he

began to grow very uneasy, and strove to hide himself as

well as he could, which was tolerably well too, all being

covered by the tombstone excepting part of the nose,

which was so long that he could not get it to fit by any

means. You may say to yourself, that he was not a little

surprised, when he saw the cats all assemble like a con-

gregation going to hear mass, some sitting, some walking

about, and asking one another after the kittens and the Hke,

and more of them stretching themselves upon the tomb-

stones, and waiting the speech of their commander.

Silence was proclaimed at length, and he spoke

:

"Now all you cats of this great county, small and

large, gray, red, yellow, black, brown, mottled, or

white, attend
—

"

"Stay! stay!" said a little cat with a dirty face, that

just then came running into the yard. " Be silent, for

there are mortal ears listening to what you say. I have

run hard and fast to say that your words were overheard

last night. I am the cat that sits upon the hob of Owney
and Owney-na-peak, and I saw a bottle of the water of

Barrygowen hanging up over the chirabley this morning

in their house".

In an instant all the cats began screaming, and mewing,

and flying, as if they were mad, about the yard, scaixhing

every corner, and peeping under every tombstone. Poor
Owney-na-peak endeavoured as well as he could to hide

himself from them, and began to thump his breast and
cross himself, but it was all in vain, fur one of the cats

saw the long nose peeping from under the stone, and in a

minute they dragged him, roaring and bawliug, into the

very middle of the church -ynrd, where they flew upon him
all together, and made smithereens of him, from the cro^\ n

of his head to the sule of his icet.

The next morning very early, young Owney came to

the church-yard, to see what had become of his cousin.
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lie called over and over again upon his name, but there

was no answer given. At last, entering the place of

tombs, he found his limbs scattered over the earth.

" So that is the way with you, is it ?" said he, clasping

his hands, and looking down on the bloody fragments

:

" why then, though you were no great things in the way
of kiiiduess to me when your bones were together, that

isn't the reason why I'd be glad to see them torn asunder

this morning early". So gathering up all the pieces that

he could find, he put them into a bag he had with him,

and away with him to the well of Barrjgowen, where he

lost no time in making a round, and throwing them 4n, all

in a heap. In an instant, he saw Owney-na-peak as

well as ever, scrambling out of the well, and helping him

to get up, he asked him how he felt himself.

"• Oh ! is it how I'd feel myself you'd want to know?"
said the other ;

" easy and I'll tell you. Take that for a

specimen !" giving him at the same time a blow on the

head, which yoa may say was'nt long in laying Owney
sprawling on the ground. Then without giving him a

minute's time to rec(jver, he thrust him into the very bag

from which he had been just shook himself, resolving

\Vithin himself to drown him in the Shannon at once, and

put an end to him for ever.

Growing weary by the way, he stopped at a shebeen

house overru/ht Rubertstown Castle, to refresh himself

with a morning, before he'd go any further. Poor Owney
did not know wh it to do when he came to himself, if it

might be rightly called coming to. himself, and the great

bag tied up about him. His wicked cousin shot him

down behind the door in tli* kitchen, and telling him he'd

have his life surely if he stirred, he walked in to take

something that's good in the little parlour,

Owney could not for the life of him avoid cutting a

hole in the bag, to have a peep about tlie kitchen, and sec

whether he had no means of escape. He could see only
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one person, a simple looking man, that was ( anting his

beads in the chimney-corner, and now and then striking

his breast, and looking up as if he was praying greatly.

" Lord", says he, " only give me death, death, and a

favourable judgment ! I haven't any body now to look

after, nor any body to look after me. What's a few tin-

pennies to save a man from want ? Only a quiet grave is

all I ask".

"Murther, murther!" says Owney to himself, "here's

a man wants death and can't have it, and here am I going

to have it, and, in troth, I don't want it at all, see". So,

after thinking a little what he had best do, he began to

sing out very merrily, but lowering his voice, for fear he

should be heard in the next room :

" To him that tied me here,

Be thanks and praises given!

I'll bless him night and day,

For packing me to Heaven.

Of all the roads you'll name,
He surely will not lag,

"Who takes his way to Heaven
By travelling in a bag !"

*' To Heaven erslnshin?'"* said the man in the chimney-

corner, opening his mouth and his eyes ;
" why then, you'd

be doing a Christian turn, if you'd take a neiglibour with

you, that's tired of this bad and villainous world".

"You're a fool, you're a fool!" said Owney.

"I know I am, at least so the neighbours always tell

me—but what hurt? May-be I have a Christian soul as

well as another ; and fool or no fool, in a bag or out of a

bag, I'd be glad and happy to go the same road it is you
are talking of".

After seeming to make a great favour of it, in order to

allure him the more to the bargain, Owney agreed to put

him into the bag instead of himself; and cautioning him
against saying a word, ho was just going to tie him, when

• Does he say ?
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he was touched with a little remorse for going to have thi

iiino(eat man's life taken : and seeing a slip of a pig that

was killed the day before, in a corner, hanging up, the

thought struck him that it would do just as well to put it

in the bag in their place. No sooner said than done, to

the great surprise of the natural, he popped the pig into

the bag, and tied it up.

" Now", says he, " my good friend, go home, say

nothing, but bless the name in Heaven for saving your

life ; and you were as near losing it this morning, as ever

man was that did'nt, now".

They left the house together. Presently out comes
Owncy-na-peak, very hearty ; and being so, he was not

a. lie to perceive the difference in the contents of the bag,

"but hoisting it upon his back, he sallied out of the house.

IJcfore he had gone far, he came to the rock of Foynes,

from the top of which he flung his burden into the salt

^^aters.

Away he went home, and knocked at the door of the

forge, which was opened to him by Owney. You may
fancy him to yourself crossing and blessing himself over

and over again, when he saw, as he thought, the ghost

standing before him. But Owney looked very merry, and

told liim not to be afraid. " You did many is the good
turn in your life", says he, "but the equal of this never".

So he up and told him that he found the finest place in the

world at the bottom of the Avaters, and plenty of money.
'• See these four pieces for a specimen", showing him some
lie had taken from his own hiding hole : " what do you
think of that for a story?"

" Why then that it's a dhroll one, no less ; soitow bit

av I wouldn't have a mind to try my luck in the same

way* how did you come home here before me that took

the straight road, and didn't stop for so much as my
gusthah* since I left Knockpatrick ?"

* Literally

—

ivaik in.
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" Oh, there's a short cut under the waters **, said

Owney. " Mind and only be civil wliile you're in Tliierua-

oge, and you'll make a sight o' money".

Well became Owney, he thrust his cousin into the bag,

tied it about him, and putting it into a car that was

returning after leaving a load of oats at a corn-store in

the city, it was not long before he was at Foynes again.

Here he dismounted, and going to the rock, he was, I am
afraid, half inclined to start his burden into the wide

water, when he saw a small skiff making towards the

point. He hailed her, and learned that she was about to

board a great vessel from foreign parts, that was sailing

out of the river. So he went with his bag on board, and

making his bargain with the captain of the ship, he left

Owney-na-peak along with the crew, and never was troubled

with him after, from that day to this.

As he was passing by Barrygowen well, he filled ^

bottle with the water; and going home, he bought a fine

suit of clothes with the rest of the money he had buried,

and away he set off in the morning to the city of Lumneach.

He walked through the town, admiring everything he saw,

until he came before the palace of the king. Over the

gates of this he saw a number of spikes, with a head of a

man stuck upon each, grinning in the sunshine.

Not at all daunted, he knocked very boldly at the

gate, which was opened by one of the guards of the palace.

" Well ! who are you, friend ?"

"I am a great doctor that's come from foreign parts to

cure the king's eyesight. Lead me to his presence this

minute ".

" Fair and softly ", said the soldier. " Do yon see all

those heads that are stuck up there ? Your's is very

likely to be keeping company by tliem, if you are so foolish

as to come inside those walls. They are tiie heads of all

the doctors in the land tliat came before you ; and that'*
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what makes the town so fine and healthy this time past^

praised be Heaven for the same !"

"Don't be talking, you great gomeril", says Owney,
" only bring me to the king at once ".

He was brought before the king. After being warned
of his fate if he should fail to do all that he undertook,

the place was made clear of all but a few guards, and
Owney was informed once more, that if he should re-

store the king's eyes, he should wed with the princess,

and have the crown after her father's death. This put

him in great spirits, and after making a round upon bis

bare knees about the bottle, he took a little of the water,

and rubbed it into the king's eyes. In a minute he

jumped up from his throne and looked about him as well

as ever. He ordered Owney to be dressed out like a king's

son, and sent word to his daughter that she should I'eceive

him that instant for her husband.

You may say to yourself that the princess, glad as she

was of her father's recovery, did not like this message.

Small blame to her, when it is considered that she never

set her eyes upon the man himself. However, her mind
was changed wonderfully when he was brought before her,

covered with gold and diamonds, and all sorts of grand

tilings. Wishing, however, to know whether he had as

good a wit as he had a person, she told him that he

should give her, on the next morning, an answer to two
questions, otherwise she would not hold him worthy of her

hand. Owney bowed, and she put the questions as

follows

:

" What is that which is the sweetest thing iu the

world ?"

" What are the three most beautiful objects in the

creation ?"

These were puzzling questions ; but Owney having a

small share of brains of his own, was not long in forming

an opinion upon the mattex'. He was very impatient for
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the moruing ; but it came just as slow and regular as if

lie were not in the world. In a short time he Avas sum-

moned to the court-yard, where all the nobles of the land

a:=sembled, with flags waving, and trumpets sounding, and

all manner cf glorious doings going en. The princess was
placed on a throne of gold near her father, and there was
a beautiful carpet spread for Owney to stand upon while

he answered her questions. After the trumpets were

silenced, she put the first, with a clear sweet voice, and he

replied

:

" It's salt !" says he, very stout, out.

There was a great applause at the answer; and the

princess owned, smiling, that he had judged right.

" But now", said she, " for the second. What are the

three most beautiful things in the creation ?"

" Why", answered the young man, " here they are.

A ship in full sail—a field of wheat in ear—and "

What the third most beautiful thing was, all the

people didn't hear ; but there was a great blushing and

laughing :vmong the ladies, and the priucess smiled and

nodded at him, quite pleased with his wit. Indeed, many
said that tiie judges of the land themselves could not have

answered better, had they been in Owney's place ; nor

could there be anywhere found a more likely or well-spoken

young man. He was brought first to the king, who took

him in his arms, and presented him to the princess. She

could not help ackhowledging to herself that his under-

standing was quite worthy of his handsome person. Orders

being immediately given for the marriage to proceed, they

were made one with all speed ; and it it is said, that before

another year came round, the fiiir princess was one of the

most beautilul objects ia the creation.

14
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The lake which washes the orchards of the village

of , divides it from an abbey now in ruins,

but associated with the recollection of one of those few

glorious events which shed a scanty and occasional lustre

on the dark and niournf'nl tide of Irish history. At this

foundation was educated, a century or two before the

P^nglish conquest, Melcha, the beautiful daughter of

O'Melachlin, a prince, wliose character and conduct even

yet afford room for speculation to the historians of his

country. Kot lil<e the maids of our degenerate days, who
are scarce exceeded by the men in their effeminate vanity

and love of ornament, young Melcha joined to the tender-

ness and beauty of a virgin the austerity and piety of a

hermit. The simplest roots that fed the lowest of her

father's subjects, were the accustomed food of Melcha ; a

couch of heath refreshed her delicate limbs; and the lark

did not arise earlier at morn to sing the praises of his

Maker than did the daughter of O'Melachlin.

One subject had a large proportion of her thoughts, her

tears and pravers—the misery of her aiflicted country, for

she had not fallen on happy days for Ireland. Some years

before her birth, a swarm of savages from the north of

Europe had landed on the eastern coast of the island, and

in despite of the gallant resistance of her father (wlio then

possessed the cruwn) and of the other chiefs, succeeded

in establishing their power throughout the country. Thor-
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gin.", the barbarian cblef who had led them on, assnmed

the sovereignty of the conquered isle, leaving, however, to

O'Melachlin the name and insignia of royalty, while all the

power of government was centred in himself. The history

of tyranny scarcely furnishes a more appalling picture of

devastation and oppressive cruelty than that which fol-

lowed the success of this invasion. Monasteries were des-

troyed, monks slaughtered in the shelter of their cloisters
;

cities laid waste and burnt; learning almost exterminated;

and religion persecuted with a virulence peculiar to the

gloomy and superstitious character of the oppressors. His-

torians present a minute and afl'ecting detiiil of the enor-

mities which were perpetrated in the shape of taxation,

restriction, and direct aggression. I'he single word

Tyranny, however, may convey an idea of the ^^hole.

Astonished at these terrible events, O'Melachlin, thougn

once a valiant general, seemed struck with some base palsy

of the soul that rendered him insensible to the groans and

tortures of his subjects, or to the barbarous cruelty of the

monster who was nominally leagued with him in power.

Apparently content with the shadow of dominion left him,

and with the security aflbrded to those of his own house-

hold, he slept upon his duties as a king and as a man, and

thirty years of misery rolled by without his striking a

blow, or even to all appearance forming a wish for the de-

liverance of his afflicted country. It was not till he was

menaced with the danger of sharing the afflicdou of his

people that lie endeavoured to remove it.

Such apatliy it was which pressed upon the mind of

Melcha, and filled her heart with shame and with alllic-

tion. A weak and helpless maid, she had, however,

nothing but her prayers to bestow upon her country, nor

were those bestowed in vain. At the age of fifteen, rich

in virtue as in beauty and in talent, she was recalled

from those cloisters whose shadows still are seen at even-

fall reflected ia the waters of the lake, to grace the
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phantom court of her degenerate father. The latter, prond

of his child, gave a splendid feast ia honour of her retarn,

to which he was not ashamed to invite the oppressor ol

his subjects and the usurper of his own authority. Tha

coarser vices are the usual concomitants of cruelty. Thor-

gills beheld the saintly daughter of his host with other

eyes than those of admiration. Accustomed to mould the

wishes of the puppet monarch to his own, he tarried

not even the conclusion of the feast, but desiring the

company of O'Melaciilin on the green without the palace,

he tliere disclosed to him, with the bluntness of a barbarian

and the insolence of a conqueror, his infamous wishes.

Struck to the soul at what he heard, O'Melachlin waa
deprived of the power of reply or utterance. For the

first time since he had resigned to the invader the power

which had fallen so heavy on the land, his feelings

were awakened to a sense of sympathy, and .-elf- interest

made him pitiful The cries of bereaved parents, to

which till now his heart had been impenetrable as a wall

oi!' brass, tbund sudden entrance to its inmost folds, and a

responsive echo amid its tenderest strings. He sat for a

time upon a bench close by, with his forehead resting on
his band, and a. torrent of tempestuous feelings rushing

through his bosom.
" \^'hat sayest thou ?" asked the tyrant, after a long

silence. " Shall I have my wish ? No answer ! Hearest

thou, slave ? What insolence keeps thee silent ?"

" I pray you, pardon me ", replied the monarch, " I

was thinking then of a sore annoyance that has lately bred

about our castle. I mean that rookery yonder, the din of

which even now confounds the music of our feast, and
invades with its untimely harshness our cheering and
most singular discourse. I would I had some mode of

banishing that pest—1 would I had some mode—I would

J had".
" Hoi was that all the subject ot thy thought?" said
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Thnrn-'lls—"why, fool! thou never wilt be riJ of them til\

thou hast burned tlie nests wherein they breed
''

" I tliank tliee", answered the insiUted parent; "I'll

take thy counsel. I'll burn the neits. Will you walk

into the house ?"

" What lirst of my request ?" said Thorgills. *' Tell

mo that ".

" If thou hadst asked of me ", replied the king, " a

favourite hobby for the chase, or a hound to guard thy

threshold, thou wouldst not think it much to grant a week

at least for preparing my lieart to part with what it loved.

How much more, when thy demand reaches to the child

of my heart, the only odspring of a mother who died

before she had beheld her offspring ".

" A week, then let it be ", said Thorgills, looking

with contempt upon the starting tears of the applicant.

" A week would scarce suffice", replied the monarch,

*'to teach my tongue in what language it should com-

municate a destiny like this to Melcha ".

" What time wouldst thou require, then ?" cried the

tyrant hastily.

" Thou seest", replied the king, pointing to the new
moon, which showed its slender crescent above the wood-

crowned hills that bounded in the prospect. " Before that

thread of liglit that g Immers now upon the distant lake,

like chastity on beauty, has fulhlled its changes, thou

shalt receive my answer to this proffer".

" Be it so", said Thorgills ; and the conversation

ended. When the guests had all departed, the wretched

monarch went into his oratory, where he bade one of his

followers order Melcha to attend him. She found him

utterly depressed, and almost incapable of forming a de-

sign. Having cuminaiuled the attendants to withdraw,

he endeavoured, but in vain, to make known to the

astonished i)rincess the demand of the usurper. He re-

membered her departed mother, and he thought of her own
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sanctity, and more than all, he romem'bered liis hclplesa

condition, and the seeming impossibility of doing anytliing

within the time to remove f'runi his own doors the misery

which had already befallen so many of his suljects, without

meeting any active synipatliy from him. Was this the

form which lie was to resign into a niilian's hands ? Was
it for such an end he had instilled into her delicate mind the

pi'inciples of early virtue and Christian piety ? By degrees,

as he contemplated his situation, his mind was roused by

the very nature of the exigency to devise the means of its

removal. He communicated both to Melcha, and was noJ

disappointed in her firmness. AMth a zeal beyond her

sex, she prepared to take a part in the desperate counsels

of her father, and the still more desperate means by which

he proposed to put them into execution. Assembling the

officers of iiis court, he made known to all, in the presence

of his daughter, the flagrant insult which had been offered

to their sovereign, and obtained the ready pledge of all to

peril their existence in the furtherance of his wishes. He
unfolded in their sight the green banner of their country,

which had now for more than thirty years lain hid

amongst the wrecks of their departed freedom, and while

the memory of former glories shone warmly on their

minds through the gloom of recent shame and recent in-

juries, the monarch easily directed their enthusiasm to the

point where he would have it fall, the tyranny of Thorgills

and his countrymen.

On the following day, the latter departed for the capital,

where he was to await the determination of his colleague.

Accustomed to hold in contempt the ind)ecility of the con-

quered king, and hard himself at heart, he knew not what

prodigious actions may take their rise from the impul^o of

paternal love. That rapid month was fruitful in exertion.

Couriers were dispatched from the palace of O'Melachlin tj

many of those princes, Mhose suggestions for the delive-

rance of the isle he had long since received with apathy
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or disrea^ard. Plans were arranged, troops organized, and

a general system of intelligence established throughout the

island. It is easy to unite the oppressed again,;t the

opprcs-or. All seemed almost to anticipate the Mishes of

the sovereign, so suddenly his scheme was spread through-

out the country. The moon rolled by, and by its latest

glimmer a messenger was dispatched to the capital to

inform the tyrant that O'Melachlin would send his daughter

to meet him at whatever place he should appoint.

There was an island on the lake in Meath, in uhich

Thorgills had erected a lordly palace, surrounded by the

richest woods, and affording a delicious prospect of the

lake and the surrounding country. Hither the luxurious

monarch directed that the daughter of O'Molachlin should

be sent, together with her train of tifteea noble maiciens of

the court of O'Midachlin. The address of the latter in

seeming to accede to the wishes of the tyrant, is pi'eserved

amongst tiie annals of the isle. It requested him to con-

sider whether he might not find elsewhere some object

more deserving of his fivour than " that brown girl", and
besought him to remember "whose father's child she was".

Far from being touched by this ajip.'al, the usurper, on

the appointed day, selected in the capital tifteen of the

most dissolute and brutal of his followers, with whom he

arrived at evening at the rendezvous. It was a portentous

niglit for Irehtnd. Even to the eyes of the tyrant and
his gang, half blinded as they were to all but their own
hideous thoughts, there appeared something gloomy and
foreboding in the stillness of nature, and seemed even to

pervade the manners of the people. The villages were
silent as they passed, and there appeared in the greeting

of the few they met upon the route an air of deep-seated

and almost menacing intelligence.

JNJeantime, with feelings widely difl'erent and an anxiety

that even the greatness of the enterprize and the awakened
spirit of heioism could not wholly subdue, O'Melacblijj
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prepared himself for the painful task Df bidding farewell

to his beloved daughter. Melcha, already aware of his

design, awaited with the deepest anxiety, yet mingled

with a thrilling hope, the approach of the auspicious

moment that was to crown her ardent and long-

cherished wishes or to dash them to the earth for ever.

Alone, in her royal father's oratory, she lay prostrate

before the marble altar, and wet with floods of tears the

solid pavement at its base. She prayed not like a fanatic

or a worldling, but like one who understood with a feeling

mind the real miseries of her country, and knew that she

addressed a power capable of removing them. The step

of her father at the porch of the oratory aroused the

princess from her attitude of devotion. She stood up

hastily upon her feet, like one prepared for enterprise, and

waited the speech of O'Molachlin. He came to inform

her that all was ready for her departure, and conducted

her into an adjoining chamber, that he might bid her

farewell. The father and daughter embraced in silence

and with tears. Believing from the error of the light

that she looked pale as she stood before him, he took her

hand and pressed it in an encouraging manner.
" Follow me", he said, " my child, and thou shalt see

how little cause thou hast to feai' the power of this Nor-

wegian Holofernes".

The king conducted her into another room, where stood

fifteen young maidens, as it seemed, and richly attired.

"Thou seest these virgins, Mclclia", said the monarch.

"Their years are like thine own, but under every cloak

18 a warrior's sword, and they do not want a warrior's

hand to wield it,, fur all that is woman of them is tiieir

dress. Dost thou think", he added tenderly, " that thou

hast firmness for such a task as this?"

" 1 have no fear", replied liis daughter. " He who put

strength into the arm of Judith can give courage to the

heart of Melcha''.
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They departed from the pahice, where the anxious

father remained a littie longer, until the fast advancing

siiades of night should enable him to put the first steps of

his design into effect. As soon as the earliest stars

begau to glimmer on the woods of Meath, he took from

its recess the banner which so long had rested idle and in-

glorious in his hall, and the brazen sword which was once

the constant companion of his early successes and defeats,

but which now had not left its sheath since he received a

visionary crown from Thorgills. Girding the weapon to

his side, he drew the blade with tears of shame and sor-

row, imprinted a kiss upon the tempered metal, and has-

tened witii reviving hope and energy to seek the troop who
awaited him in the adjoining wood. Mounting in haste.

they huriied along through forests and defiles which were

in many places thronged with silent multitudes, armed,

and waiting but the signal word to rush to action. They

halted near the borders of the lake of Thorgills, where a

numbei' of currachs, or basket boats, were moored under

shelter of the wood. After holding a council of war, and

allotting to the several princes engaged their parts in the

approaching enterprise, O'.Melachiin remained on the shore,

casting from time to time an anxious eye to the usurper's

isle, and awaiting the expected signal of his daughter.

The princess, iu the meantime, pursued her hazardous

journey to the abode of Thorgills. The sun had already

set bel'ore they reached the shores of the lake which sur-

rounded the castle of the tyrant, and the silver bow of the

expiring moon Avas glimmering in its pure and tranquil

waters. A barge, allotted by Thorgills for the purpose,

was sent to convey them to the island, and they were

welcomed with soft music at the entrance of the palace.

The place was lonely, the guards were few, and the blind

security of the monarch was only equalled by his weakness.

Besides, the revel spirit had descended from the chieftain

to his train, and most, even of those who were in arms,

U*
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had incapacitated themselves for using them with any

eiierijj'.

Melcha and her train were conducted by a half-intoxi-

cated slave to an extensive hall, where they were com-

manded to await the orders of the conqueror. The guide

disappeared, and the princess prepared for the issue. In

a little time, the hangings at one side of the apartment

were drawn back, and the usurper, accomjianied by his

ruffian band, made his appearance, hot with the fumes ol

intoxication, and staggering from the late debauch. The
entrance of Thorgills was the signal for Melcha to prepare

her part. All remained still while Thorgills passed from

one to another of the silent band of maidens, and paused

at length before the " brown girl", for whom O'Melachlin

had besongiit his pity. A thrill of terror shot through the

heart of Melcha as she beheld the hand of the wretch

about to grasp her arm.
" Down with the tyrant !" she exclaimed, in a voice

that rung like a bugle call. " Upon him, warriors, in the

name of Erin ! Bind him, but slay him not!"

With a wild " Farrali !" that shook the roof and walls

of the abhorred dwelling, the youths obeyed the summons
of the heroiae. The tornado bursts not sooner from the

bosom of an eastern calm, than did the band of warriors

from their delicate disguise at the sound of those beloved

accents. Their swords fur an instant gleamed unstained

on high, but when next they rose into the air they smoked
with the streaming gore of the op|)rt'Ssors. Struck power-

less by the charge, the tyrant and his dissolute crew were

disabled before they had even time to draw a sword*

Thorgills was seized alive, and bound with their scarfs

and bands, while the rost were hewed to pieces, without

pity, on the spot. \Miile this was done, the heroic

Melcha, seizing a torch which burned in the apartment,

rushed swiftly from the palace. The affrighted guards

believing it to be some a[';)arition, gave way as she ap-
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proaclied, and suffered her to reach the borders of tlie

hike, -where she •waved the brand on high, forgetting in

the zeal of liberty her feminine character, and more re«

sembling one of their own war- goddesses than the peace-

ful Christian maiden, whose y.riivets and tears, till now,

had been her only Aveapons. Like a train to which a

spark lias uv^n applied, a chain of beacon-fires sprang up

from hill to hill of the surrounding country, amid the

shouts of thousands gasping for the breath of freedom,

and hailing that feeble light as its arising star. The boats

of O'Melachlin, shooting like arrows from the surrounding

shores, darkened the surface of the lake, and the foremost

reached the isle before the guards of the tyrant, stupefied

by wine and fear, had yet recovered courage to resist.

They were an easy prey to O'Melachlin and his followers

;

nor was the enterprise thus auspiciously commenced, per-

mitted to grow (.old until the jiower of the invaders was
destroyed througliout the isle, ana Melcha had the happi-

ness to see peace and liberty restored to her afllicied

country.

Ill the waters of that lake which so often had borne the

usurper to the lonely scei:e of his debaucheries, he was con-

signed amidst the acclamations of a lil)erated people to a

nameless sepukhie, and the power he had abused oi.ce

mure reverted to ils riiilitful owner.

In one thing only did tlie too confiding islanders neglect

to ])iofit by the advice of Thorgills himself, 2'/;ey did r;or.

biiin the vents. They siifl'ei'ed the strangers still to possess

the sea-port towns and other important Imlds throughout

the isle; an imprudence, however, the effect of whiidi did

not appear till the reign cf O'Melachlin was ended by bis

deatii.

The reader may desire to know Mhat became of the

beautiful and heroic piiiicess who had so considerable a

share in the restoration of her country's freedom. As this

had been the only Earthly object of her widies, even from
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cliildhood, with its accomplishment was ended all that sha

desired on Earth. Rejecling the crowds of noble and

wealthy suitors who ardently sonjrht her hand, and pre-

ferring the solitude of her own heart to the splendours and

alkiroments of a court, she besought her father, as a re-

compense for her ready compliance with his wishes, that

he would allow her once more to retire into the convent

where she had received her education, to consume her days

in exercises of piety and virtue. Pained at her choice,

the king, liowever, did not seek to thwart it ; and after

p)laying her brief but brilliant part upon the theatre of the

world, she devoted in those lioly shades her virgin love

and the residue of her days to Heaven.

Such are the recollections that hallow the Village Ruin,

and dignify its vicinity with the rr.aiesty of historical asso-

ciation. Tlie peasantry choose the giave of the royal nun

as the scene of their devotions ; and even tliose who look

with contempt ujton their humble piety, and regard as

superstition the religion of the buried princess, feel the

genial current gusli within their bosoms as they pass the

spot at evening, and think upon her singleness of heart

and her devoted zeal. Long may it be before fe«linga

such as these shall be extinguished.



THE KNIGHT OF THE SHEEP.

CHAPTER L

In the days of our ancestors it was the custom, when
" strong farmer" had arrived at a certain degree of inde

pendence by his agricultural pursuits, to confer upon hiin

a title in the Irish language, which is literally translated,

" The Knight of the Sheep." Though not commonly of

noble origin, those persons often exercised a kind of patri-

archal sway, scarce less extensive than that of many a

feudal descendent of the Butlers or the Geraldines.

In one of the most fertile townlands in one of our inland

counties, lived a person of this class, bearing the name of

Bryan Taafe. No less than three spacious tenements
acknowledged his sway, by the culture of which he had
acquired, in the course of a long life, a quantity of wealth

more than sufficient for any purpose to which he njiirht

wish to apply it.

Mr. Taafe had three sons, on whose education he had
lavished all the care and expense which could have been
expected from the most affectionate father in his walk of

life. He hfid a great opinion of learning, and had fre-

quently in his mouth, for the instruction of his children,

such snatches of old wisdom as " Learning is better than
houses or land," and

" A jnnn without learning, and wearing fine clothes.
Is like a pig with a gold ring in his nose."

Accordingly, the best teachers that Kerry and Limerick
could a8brd were employed to teach them the classics,
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mathematics, and such other branches of science and
letters as were current in tliose parts. The two elder

sons showed a remarkable quickness in all their studies;

but the younprest, though his favourite, disappointed both

him and his instructors. So heavy was he at his book,

that neither threats nor caresses could have any effect in

making him arrive at anytliing like proficiency. However,
as it did not proceed from absolute indolence or obstinacy,

his fatlier was content to bear with liis backwardness in

this respect, although it in some degree diminished the

esjiecial affection with which he once regarded him.

One day as Mr. Taafe was walking in his garden,

taking the air before breakfast in the morning, he called

Jerry Fogatty, his stevvaid, and told him he wanted to

Sjieak with liiin.

"Jerry," says Mr. Taafe, after they liad taken two or

three turns on the walk together, " I don't know in the

World what'll I do with Garret."

"Why so, mastherr'

"Ah, I'm kilt from him. You know yourself what a

great opiiii(jn T always had o' tlie learning. A man, in

fact, isn't considhered worth spakin' to in these times that

liasn't it. 'Tis for the same raison I went to so much cost

and trouble to g(4 schoolin' for them thr»'e boys; and to

be sure as for Shamus and Guillaum, I haven't any cause

to complain, but the world wouldn't get good o' Garret.

It was only the other mornin' I asked him wlio it was dis-

covered America, and the answer he made me was, that

he believed it was Nebuchodonezzar."
" A' no ?"

" ''J"is as thrue as you're standin' there. "What's to be

done with a man o' that kind ? Sure, as I often rejjre-

sented to himself, it would be a disgrace to me if he was

ev(^r to go abroad in foreign ]iarts, or any ]ilace o' the

kind, and to make such an answer as that to any gentle-

man or lady, aflher all I lost by him. 'Tisu't so with
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Sharnn? and Guillaum. Tliere isn't many goin' that could

thrace histhory with them boys. I'd give a dale, out o'

regard for the poor woman that's gone, if Garret could

CO'^ie any way near 'em".

" I'll tell you what it is, masther", said Jerry ,
" there's

a dale that's not over bright at the book, an' that would

be very 'cute fur all in their OAvn minds. ^lay be Master

Garret would be one o' thorn, an' we not to know it. I

remember myself one Motry Ilierlohee, that not one ha'-

p'orth o' good could be got of him goin' to school, an' he

turned out one of the greatest janiu-es in the parish afther.

There isn't his aiquals in Munsther now at a lamenta:ion

or the likes. Them raal janiuses does be always so full of

their own thouglits, they can't bring themselves, as it were,

to take notice of those of other people",

" Maybe you're right, Jerry", answered Mr. Taafe
;

" I'll take an opportunity of trying".

He said no more, but in a few days after he gave a

great entertainment to all his acquain;aiices, rich and poor,

that were within a morning's lide of his own house, taking

particular care to have every one present that had any

name at all for " the learning". Mr. Taafe was so rich

and so popular amongst his neighbours, that his hou?e was
crowded on the day appointed with all the scholars iu the

CDuntry, and they hael no reason to complain of the enter-

tainment they received from Mr. Taafe. Everything good

and wholesome that his sheep-walk, his paddock, his

orchard, his kitchen-garden, his pantry, and his cellar,

could aftbrd, was placed before them in abundance ; and

seldom did a merrier company assemble together to enjoy

the hospitality of an Irish farmer.

When the dinner was over, and the guests busily occu-

pied in conversation, the Knight of the Slieep, who sat at

the head of the table, stood n[) with a grave air, as if he

were about to address something of imjiortance to the

company. His venerable appearance, as he remaini'd
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standing, a courteous smile shedding its light over his

aged countenance, and his snowy hair descending almost

to his shoulders, occasioned a respectful silence among8t

the guests, while he addressed tliem iu the following

words :

—

" In the first place, gentlemen, I have to return you all

thanks for giving me the pleasure of your company here

to-day, which I do with all my heart. And I feel the

more honoured and gratified because I take it for granted

you have come here, not so much from any personal feeling

towards myself, but because you know that I have always

endeavoured, so far as my poor means would enable me,

to show my respect for men of parts and learning. Well,

then, here you are all met, grammarians, geometricians,

arithmeticians, geographers, astronomers, philosophers,

Latiuists, Grecians, and men of more sciences than perhaps

I ever heard the names of. Now there's no doubt learning

is a fine thing, but what good is all the learning in the

world without what they call mother-wit to make use of

it ? An ounce o' mother-wit would buy an' sell a stone-

weight of learning at any fair iu Munstlier. Now there

are you all scholars, an' here am I a poor country farmer

that hardly ever got more teaching than to read and write,

and maybe a course of Voster, and yet I'll be bound I'll

lay down a problem that maybe some o' ye wouldn't find

it easy to make out".

At this preamble, the curiosity of the company was

raised to the highest degree, and the Knight of the Sheep

resumed, after a brief pause :

" At a farm of mine, about a dozen miles from this, I

have four fields of precisely the same soil ; one square,

another oblong, another partly round, and another trian-

gular. Now, what is tiie reason that, while I have an

excellent crop of white eyes this year out of the square,

the oblong, and the round field, not a single stalk would

grow iu the triangular one ?"



THE KNIGHT OF THE SHEEP. 329

This problem produced a dead silence amongst the

gaests, and all exerted their understandings to discover

the solution, but without avail, although many of their

conjectures showed the deepest ingenuity. Some traced

out a mysterious connection between the triangular

boundary, and the Hues of the celestial hemisphere

;

others said, probably from the bhape of the field an equal

portion of uutritioa did not flow on all sides to the seed

so as to favour its growth. Others attributed the failure

to the elFect of the angular hedges upon the atmosphere,

which, collecting the wind, as it were, into corners, caused

$uch an obstruction to the warmth necessary to vegetation,

that the seed perished in the earth. But all their theories

were beside the mark.
" Gentlemen", said Mr. Taafe, " ye're all too clever

—

that's the only fault I have to fiud with ye'r answers.

Shamns", he continued, addressing his eldest son, " can

you tell the raison ?"

" Why, then, father", said Shamns, " they didn't

grow there, 1 suppose, because you didn't plant them

there".

" You have it, Shamus", said the knight ;
" I declai'e

you took the ball from all the philosophers. Well, gen-

tlemen, can any o' ye tell me, now, if you wished to

travel all over the world, from whom would you ask a

passport ?"

This question seemed as puzzling as the former. Some
said the Great Mogul, others the Grand Signior, others the

Pupe, otliei'S the Lord Lieutenant, and some the Emperor

of Austria; but all were wrong.
*' What do you say, Guillaum ?" asked the knight,

addressing his second son.

" From Civility, father", answered Guillaum ; 'tor that's

a gentleman that has acquaintances everywhere".
" You're right, Guillaum", replied the knight. " Well,

I have one more question for the company. Can any one
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tell me in what country the woinen aie the best houa6«

keepers ?"

Again the company exhausted all their efforts in c»)n

j"clure, and the geographers showed their learning by

naming all the countries in the woild, one after another

but to no purpose. The Knight now turned with a fond

look towards his youngest son.

" Garret", said he, " can you tell where the women aie

good housekeepers V
Garret rubbed his forehead for a wiiile, and smiled, and

shook his head, but could get nothing out of it.

" I declare to my heart, father", said he, " I can't tell

from Adam. Where the women are good housekeepers ?

—stay a minute. Maybe", said he, with a knowing look,

" maybe 'tis in America?"

"Shamus, do you answer," said the knight, in a disap-

pointed tone.

" In the grave, father", answered Shamus, " for there

they never gad abroad".

Mr. Taafe acknowledged that his eldest son had onco

more judgvd right; and the entertainments of the night

proceeded without further interruption, until, wearied with

feasting and inu^ic, such of the company as could not be

acconnnodated with beds, took their dt'parture, each in the

direction of his own home.

CHAPTER 11.

On the following morning, in the presence of his house-

hold, Mr. I'aafe made a present to his two eldest sons of

one hundred [lounds each, and was induced to bestow the

same sum on (Jarret, although he by no means thought he

deserved it after disgracing him as he had done before his

guests, lie signitied to the young men at the same time.
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that he gave them the money as a free pTt, to Tfiy ont in

any way they pleased, aud that he never bliould aik Uicm.

to repay it.

After brealvfast, the old knight, as usual, Trent to talco

a few turns in tlie garden.

"Well, Jerry", said he, when the steward had joined

Iilm according to his orders ;
" well, Jerry, Garret is no

genius ".

A groan from Jerry seemed to aiinounee his acqui-

escence in this decision. Ee did Lot, however, resign

all hope.
'• With submission to your honour", said he, "I wouldn't

call that a fair thrial of a man's parts. A man mightn't

be able to answer a little cran o' tiiat kind, an' to have

more sense for all than those that would. Wait a while

until you 11 see what use he'll make o' the hunared pouuils,

an' that'll show his siuse betther than all the riddles

ia Europe".

Mr. Taafe acknowledged that Jorry's propf^sitioa iras

but reasonable ; and, accordingly, at the cud of a twelve-

month, he calLd his three sons before hiui, aud examined

them one after another.

"Well, Shamus", said he, "what did you do with

your hundred pounds ?"

"1 bought stock with it, father".

"Very good. And you, Guilhium?'*

"I laid it out, father, in the iutherest of a Vdtla farm

westwards".
" Very well managed again. Well, Garret, let us hear

Tvhat yon cTid «ith the hundred puuuds '.

"I spent it, father", said Gaii'et.

"Spent it! Is it the wliole hundred ponnrls?''

" Sure, 1 thought you told us wc might lay it ont p.s

we liked, sir ?"

*' Is that the raison you should be such a prodigal as to

waste the whole of It iu a year ? Well, hear to ine, uow,
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tlie tliree o' yc, and listen to the raison why I put ye to

these trials. I'm an ould man, my cliildien ; my hair

is white on my head, an' it's time for me to think of

turning the few days that are left me to the best account.

I wish to separate myself from the Avorld before the M'orid

separates itself from me. For this cause I had resolved,

these six months b.nri:, to give up all my property to ye

three that are young an' hearty, an' to keep nothing for

myself but a bed under my old roof, an' a sate at the

table and by the fire-place, an' so to end my ould days ia

peace an' quiet. To you, Shamus, I meant to give the

dairy-farm up in the mountains ; the Corcasses and all the

meadowing to you, Guillaum ; and for you, Garret, I had
the best of the whole,—that is, the house we're living in,

and the farm belonging to it. But for what would I give

it to you, after what you just tould me ? Is it to make
ducks and drakes of it, as you did o' the hundlired pounds ?

Here, Garret", said he, going to a corner of the room and
bringing out a small bag and a long hazel stick ; " here's

the legacy I have to leave you— that, an' the king's high

road, an' my liberty to go wlierever it best places you.

Hard enough I aimed tiiat hundhred pounds that you
spent so aisily. And as for the farm I meant to give you,

I give it to these two boys, an' my blessing along with it,

since 'tis they that know how to take care of it".

At this speech the two elder sons cast themselves at

their father's feet with tears of gratitude.

"Yes", said he, " my dear boys, I'm rewarded for all

the pains I ever took with ye, to make ye industrious, and
tliiifty, and everything tliat way. I'm satisfied, under

Heaven, that all will go right with ye ; but as for this

boy, I have nothing to say to him. Betther for me I

never saw his f;icc".

Poor Garret turned aside his hear?, but he made no
attempt to excuse himself, nor to obtain any favour from

his rigid father. After wishing them all a timid farewell,
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which was but slightingly returned, he took the bag and
staff, and went about his business.

His departure seemed to give little pain to his relatives.

They lived merrily and prosperously, and even the old

knight himself showed no anxiety to know what had be-

come of Garret. In the meantime, the two elder sons got

married ; and Mr. Taafe, in the course of a few years, had

the satisfaction to see his grandchildren seated on his knee.

We are often widely mistaken in our estimate of gene-

rosity. It may appear a very noble thing to bestow

largely ; but, before we give it the praise of generosity,

we must be sure that the motive is as good as the deed.

Mr. Taafe began, in the course of time, to show that bis

views in bestowing his property on his two sons were not

wholly free from selfishness. They found it harder to

please him now that they were masters of all, than when
they were wholly dependent on his will. His jealousies

and niununrs were interminable. There was no providing

against them beforehand, nor any allaying them when they

did aiise. The consequence was, the young men, who
never really felt anything like the gratitude they had pro-

fessed, began to consider the task of pleasing him alto-

gether burdensome. In this feeling they were encouraged

by their wives, who never ceased murmuring at the cost

and trouble of entertaining him.

Accordingly, one night while the aged kni;zl:r was mnr-

muring at some inattention which was shown liim at table,

Shamus and Guillaum Taafe walked into the room, deter-

mined to put an end for ever to his complaints.

" I'd hke to know what would plaise you !" exclaimed

Shamus. " I suppose you won't stop until you'll tako

house and all from us, an' tura ns out, as yoa did Garret,

to beg from doore to doore ?"

" If I did itself, Slianius", said the knight, lookino: at

him for some moments with sur^ii^e. "I'd {^c!; uo luuro

than I gave'*.
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" What good was your giving it", cried Gmllauni,
" when you wuu't let us enjoy it with a moaieut's coin-

iurt ?"

" Do you talk that way to me, too, Guillaum ? If it

was poor Garret I had, he wouldn't use me so".

" Great thanks he got from you for any good that was
in him", cried one of the women.

" Let him take his stick and pack out to look for

Garret", said the second woman, " since he is so fond of

him".

Tiie old kniglit turned and looked at the women.
" I don't wondher", said he, " at anything I'd hear i/e

say. You never yet heard of anything great or good, or

for the public advantage, that a woman would have a

hand in,—only mischief always. If you ask who made
such a road, or who built such a bridge, or wrote such a

great histlmry, or did any other good action o' the kind,

111 engage 'tis seldom you'll hear that it is a woman done

it .; but if you ask who is it that set such and sucli a pair

fighiin', or who is it that caused such a jewel, or who is it

that let out such a sacret, or ran down such a man's

character, or occasioned such a war, or brought such a

man to the gallows, or caused diversion in such a family,

or anything o' that kind, then, I'll engage, you'll hear that

a woman had some call to it. We needn't have recoorse

to histhory to know ye'r doins. 'Tis undlier our eyes.

'Twas tlie likes o' ye two that burned Throy, an' made the

King o' Leinsther rebel again' Brian Boru".

At this the two women pulled tiie caps off their heads,

and set up such a screaming and shrieking as might be

heard from thence to Cork.

"Oh, murthcr! murther !" says one of them, " was it

for this I married you, to bo compared to people o' that

kind ?"

" Whai i aison lias ho to me", cried the other, " that

he'd compare me to them that would rebel again* Brian



THE KNIGHT OF THE SHEEP. 385

Boru? Would I rebel again' Bilan Born, Sbamus, a' :a

gal?"
" Don't Iieed him, a-vourneen, he's aa ould man".

"Oh, vo ! vo ! if ever I thought the likes o' thai

vould be said o' me, that I'd rebel again* Bihv.

Boru
!"

" There's no use in talking, Guillaura", cried the second,

V'ho probably took the allusion to the fate of Troy as a

slight on her own personal attractions ;
" there's no use

in talkin', but I never'U stay a day undher your roof Nvitli

anybody that would say I'd burn Throy. Does he forget

that ever he had a mother himself? Ah, 'tis a bad

ajiple, that's what it is, that dei^pises the three it sprung

from".
*' "Well, I'll tell you what it is, now", said the eldest

son, "since 'tis come to that with you, that you won't let

the women alone, I won't put up with any moi'e from you.

I believe, if I didn't show you the outside o' the doore,

you'd show it to me beibie long. There, now, the worki

is free to you to look out for people that'll plaise you

betther, since you say we can't do it".

" A', Shanuis, agia", said the old knight, looking at

his son with astonishment ;
" is that my thanks aftl;er

all?"
" Your thanks for what ?'* cried Guillaum ;

" is it for

plasin' your own fancy ? or for makin' our lives miserable

ever since, an' to give crossness to the ^^ omen ?"

" Let him go look for Garret, now", cried one of the

women, " au' see >\hether they'll agree betther than they

did before".

"Ah—Shamus— Guillaum— a chree", said the poor

old man, trembling with terror at siglit of the open dour,

" let ye have it as ye will; I am slurry for wlat I said,

a'ra gal ! Don't turn me out on the high load in my ould

days ! I'll engage, I never'U open my mouth a^ain' one

o' ye again the longest day I live. A', Shauius, a-vich,



336 THE KNIGHT OF THE SHEEP.

it isn't long I Iiave to stay wid ye. Yonr own nair will

be as white as mine yet, plaise God, an' 'twouldii't be
. ishin' to you then tor a dale tliat you showed any dis-

lespect to mine".

His entreaties, however, were all to no purpose. They
tumed him out, and made fast the door behind him.

Imagine an old man of sixty and upwards turned out

OT tho high road on a cold and rainy night, the north

wind beating on his feeble breast, and without the

prospect of relief before him. For a time he could not

believe that the occurrence was real ; and it was only

when he felt the rain already penetrating through his thin

dress that he became convinced it was but too true.

" Well", said the old man, lifting up his hands as he

crept out on the high road, "is this wliat all the teaching

come to? Is this the cleverness an' the learning?

Well, if it was to do again ! No matther. Tliey say

there's two bad pays in the world—the man that pays

beforehand, an' the man that doesn't pay at all. In like

manner, there's two kinds of people that wrong their

lawful heirs—those that give ihero their inheritance before

death, and those that will it away from them afther.

What'ii I do now at all? or where'Ii I turn to? a poor

old man o' my kind that isn't able to do a sthroke o' work

if I was ever so fain I An' tlie night gettin' worse an'

worse! Easy!—Isn't that a light I see westwards?—
There's no one, surely, except an unnatural son or

daughter that would refuse to give an old man shelter on

such a night as this. I'll see if all men's hearts are as

hard as my two sons'".

He went to the house, which was situated at the

distance of a quarter of a mile from that which he so

lately looked on as his own. As he tottered along tho

dark and miry borheen which led to the cottage door, the

barking of a dog iuside aroused the attention of the

inmates. Being already in bed, however, before he had
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arrived there, none of them were very willing to give

admission to a stranger.

"Wlio's there?" cried the man of the house, as the ol I

knight knocked timidly at the door. " Do you think we

have nothing else to do at this time o' night but to ho

gettin' up an' opeuiu' the doore to every sthroller that goes

the road ?"

" Ah ! if you knew who it was you had there", said the

knight, " you wouldn't be so slow of opeuia' the doore".

*' Who is it I have there, then ?"

"The Knight of the Sheep".
" The Knight of the Sheep ! Oh, you born villyan !

'Twas your son Shamus that chated me out o' thirty good

pounds by a horse he sould me at the fair o' Killeedy—an

animal that wasn't worth five! Go along this minute

with you: or if you make me get up, 'tis to give you

something that you wouldn't bargain for".

The poor old man hurried away from the door, fearing

that the farmer would be but too ready to put his threat

into execution. The night was growing worse and worse.

He knocked at another door ; but the proprietor of this in

like manner had suftered to the extreme cleverness of

Guillaum Taafe, and refused to give him shelter. The

whole night was spent in going from door to door, and

finding in every place where he applied that the great

ability of his two sons had been beforehand with him iu

getting a bad name for the whole family. At la-^t, as the

morning began to dawn, he found himself unable to

proceed further, and was obliged to lie down in a little

paddock close to a very handsome farm-house. Here the

coldness of the morning air and the keenness of his grief

at the recollection of his children's ingratitude had such

an eftect upon him that he swooned away, and lay for a

long time insensible upon the grass. In this condition he

was found by the people of the house, who soon after

came out to look after the bounds and do their usual

15
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farming work. They had. the humanity to ta!:e him into

the house, and to put him into a warm bed, where they

used all proper means for his recovery.

When he had come to himself, they asked him who he
was, and how he had fallen into so unhappy a condition.

For a time the old knight was afraid to answer, lest these

tliaritable people, like so many others, might have been at

one time sufferers to the roguery of his two eldest sons,

:ind thus be tempted to repent of their kindness the in-

;?tant they had heard on whom it had been bestowed.

However, fearing lest they should accuse him of duijlicity

iu case they might afterwards learu the truth, he at

length confessed iiis name.
" The Knight of the Sheep !" exclaimed the woman of

the house, with a lock of the utmost surprise and joy.

" Oh, Tom, Tom !" she continued, calling out to her

husband, who was in another room. " A', come here,

asthore, until you see Misther Taafe, the father o' young

Masther Garret, the darlin' that saved us all from ruin".

The man of the house came in as fast as he could run.

" Are you Garret Taafe's father ?" said he, looking

surprised at the old knight.

" I had a son of that name", said Mr. Taafe, " though

all I know of him now is, that I used him worse than I

would if it was to happen again".

" Well, then'*, said the farmer, " my blessing on that

d ly that ever you set fuot witiiin these doores. The rose

in May was never half so welcome, an' I'm betthcr

piaised than I'll tell you, that 1 have you undher lay

roof".
*' I'm obliged to you", said the knight ,

*' but what's

the raison o' that ?"

" Your son Garret", replied the man, " of a day when
every whole ha'p'orth we had in the world was going to

be canted for the rent, put a hand in his pocket an' lent

us thirty pounds till we'd be aljle to pay Liia again, an' we
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not IcTiowIn' who in the world he was, nor 'le ns, I'm sure.

It was only a long time afther that we found it out by

otiicrs in various parts that he had served in like manner,

and they told us wiio he was. We never seen him since;

but I'm sure it would be tiie joyful day to us that we'd see

him coming back to get his thirty pounds".

When the old knight heard this, he felt as > somebody
wa running him through with a sword.

*• And this", said lie, "was the way poor Garret spent

the hundhred pounds ! Oh, murther ! murther ! my poor

boy, what had I to do at alL to go turn you adhritc as I

done, for no raison ! I took the wrong for the right, an'

the right for the wrong I No matther ! That's the way
the M'hole world is blinded, That's the way death will

show us tlie dilferof many a thing. murther! Garret!

Garret ! What'll I do at all with the thoughts of it ! An'
them two villyans that I gave it all to, an' that turned me
out afther in my ould days, as I done by you ! No
matther".

He turned into the wall for fear the people would hear

him groaning ; but the remorse, added to all his other

suflerings, had almost killed him.

In a little time the old knight began to recover some-
thing of his former strength under the care of his now
acquaintances, who continued to show him tlie most de-

voted attention. One morning the farmer came into his

room with a large purse full of gold in his hand, and
said :

" I told you, sir, I owed your son thirty pounds ; an'

since he's not comin' to ax for it, you're heartily welcome
to the use of it until he does, an I'm sure he wouldn't

wish to see it betther employed".
" No, no", replied Mr. Taafe, " I'll not take the money

from you ; but I'll borrow the whole purse for a week, an'

at the end o' that time I'll return it safe to you".
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The farmer lent him the purse, and the knight waited

for a fine day, when he set off again in the morning, and

took the road leading to the dwelling from which he had

been expelled. It was noon, and the sun was shii in-

bright, when he arrived upon the little lawn before the

door. Sitting down in the sunshine by the kitchen-garden

wall, he began counting the gold, and arranging it in a

number of little heaps, so that it had a most imposing

effect. While he was thus occupied, one of his young

daughters-in-law— the same whose beauty had drawn upon

her the unhappy allusion to the miscliief-making spouse of

Menelaus—happened to make her appearance at the front

door, and looking around, saw the old knight in the act of

counting his gold in the sunshine. Overwhelmed with

astonishment, she ran to her husband, and told him what

she had seen.

"Nonsense, woman!" said Shamus; "you don't mean
to persuade me to a tiling o' that kind"

" Very well", replied tlie woman, " I'm sure, if you don't

believe me, 'tis asy for ye all to go an' see ye'rselves".

So they all went, and peeping through the little window

one afther another, were dazzled by the sight of so much
gold.

"You done very wrong, Shamus", said Guillaum,

" ever to turn out the ould father as you done. See, now,

what we ail lost by it. That's a part o' the money he

laid by from year to year, an' we uever'll see a penny

of it".

At this they all felt the greatest remorse for the manner

in which they had acted to the old man. However, they

were not so much discouraged but that some of them

ventured to approach and salute him. On seeing them

draw nigh, he hastily concealed the gold and returned

their greeting with an appearance of displeasure. It was

by much per.suasion, and after many assurances of their

regret for what had passed, that he consented once more
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to come and take up his abode 'henoat'h tlioTr ronf, i^esirln*

at the same time that an ass and cart might be fceiit to the

farmer's for a strong box n-liich he had left there.

At the mention of a strong box, it may easily he ima-

gined what were the sensations of his hearers. The ass

and cart were procured without delay, and, before evcfiii;;;,

those grateful children had the 8lti^faction to behold a

heavy box, of very promising dimensions, deposited in a

corner of the small chamber which was to be reserved for

the future use of their aged parent.

In the meanwhile, nothing could exceed tlic attcnt'ou

which he now received from the yonng people, 'i ..ey

seemed only unhappy when not occupied in contrIbutin<^

in some way to his comfort, and perceiving his remorse

for the manner in wiiich Garret had been trented, used

all the means in their power to discover whither he had
gone. But it is not always in this life that one false step

can be retraced. The old knight was not destined to sco

his son again, and his grief at this disappointment bad
no slight effect in aggravating the infirmities of his old age.

At length, perceiving that he was near his end, ho

called his sons and daughters to his bedside, and addressed

them in the following words :

—

" Whatever cause I had once to complain of re, Shnmus
and Guillaum, that's all past and gone now, and it is right

that I should leave you some little remembrance for all

the trouble I gave you since my comiu' homo. Do you
see that chest over there ?"

"Ah, father! what chest?" cried the sons. *' L»on't

be talkiu' of it for a chest".

" Weil, my good boys", said the knight, *'ny>villi3

in that chest, so I need tell ye no inon;".

" Don't speak of it, father", said bar.muSj ''for. ui the

Latin poet says :

—

litcte Leatu.u'
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Only as you're talkin' of it at all for a chest, where's the

key, father?"

"Ah, Siiamns !
' said the knight, " you were alvrays

great at tlie Latin. The key is in my waistcoat

pocket".

Soon after he expirerl. The two sons, impatient to inspect

-heir treasure, could hardly wait until the old man ceased

to Veathe. While Shamus unlocked the box, Guillaum

remained to keep the door fast.

" Well, Shamus", said his brother, " what do you find

there ?"

" A parcel of stones, Guillaum I*

" Nonsense, man ! try what's undher 'enr'

Shamus complied, and found at the bottom or the box
a rope with a running noose at the end, and a scroll of

paper, from which Shamus read the following sentence

aloud, for the information of his brother ;—

•

" TiiE LAST Will and Testament of Bryan Taafk,

COMMONLY CALLED ThE KnIGHT OF THE SheEP.
" Imprimis. To my two sons, Shamus and Guillaum,

I bequeath the whole of the limestones contained in this

box, in return for tiieir disinterested love and care of me
ever since the day when tliey saw me counting the gold

near the kitchen -garden.

'' Item. / bequeath the rope herein contained for anif

father to hang hinise/f, loho is so fooli^li as to give aivaij

hvi property to his heirs before his deutlT.

" Well, Shamus", said Guillaum, " the poor father laid

out a dale on our education, but I declare all the taichin*

lie ever gave us was nothing to that".
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Sol'diers.-—TJooni, ho!— tell Antony Brutus is ta'en

A)Uuny.—1\\\9, is not Brutus, friends: but, I assure Ton,

A firize no less in worth. Keep this man safe,

Give liini all kiiuhiess. I hail rather have
Such nieu \ny friends than enemies.

Julius Ccescr.

liKMEJrBER ye not, my fair yonnfij friend, in one of tho«9

exciiiMons which rendered the siiininer of the jiast _\ear

BO sweet in the enjoyment and so mournful in the

recollection— remember ye not my having pointed out to

your observation tlie ruined battlements of Carrigogunniel

(the liock of the Candle), which shoot upward from a

craggy hillock on the Shannon side, within view of the

ancient city of Limerick ? I told you the legend from

which the place originally derived its name—a legend

which I thought was distinguished (especially in the

closing incident) by a tenderness and delicacy of imagi-

nation, worthy of a Grecian origin. You, too, ac-

knowledged the simple beauty of that incident; and your

approval induces me to hope for that of the world.

On a mi.-ty eveiiing in spring, when all the Avest is

fihed with a iiazy sunshine, and the low clouds stoop .iml

ding around the hill tops, there arc iitw uobler spictacles
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) contemplate, than the ruins of CaiTigogimniel Cast'e.

!his fine building, which was dismantled by one of

iVilliam's generals, stands on the very brink of a broken

hill, which, toward the water, looks bare and craggy, but

n the landward side slopes gently down under a close

.nd verdant cover of elais and underwood. It is whon
icen from this side, standing high above the trees, and

against the red and broken clouds that are gathered

in the west, that the ruin asaumes its most imposing

aspect.

Such was the look it wore on the evening of an autumn
day when the village beauty, young Minny O'Donnell, put

aside the woodbines from lier window, and looked out upon

the Rock. Her father's cottage was situated close to the

foot of the hill, and the battlements seemed to frown

downward upon it with a royal and overtopping haughti-

ness.

" Hoo ! murder, Minny honey, what is that you're

doing ? Looking out at the Rock at this hour, aud the

sun just going down behind the turret?"

" Why not, aunt ?"

" Why not ?—Do you remember nothing of the candle?"

"Oh, I don't know what to tiiink of it; I am inclined

to doubt the story very much ; I liave been listening to

that frightful tale of the Death Light since I was born,

and I have never seen it yet".

" You may consider yourself fortunate in that, child,

and I advise you not to be too anxious to prove the tiuth

of the story. 1 was standing by the side of poor young

Dillon myself, on the very day of his marriage, when lie

looked out upon it through the wicket, and was blasted as

if by a thunder-stroke. I never Avill forget the anguish

of the dear young bride : it was heart breaking to see

her torn from his side when the life had left him. Poor

creature ! her shrieks are piercing my eara at this very

momeut".
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" That story terrifies me, aunt. Speak of it no more,

and 1 will leave the AAindow. I wonder if Cormac knows
this storj of the Fatal Candle".

The good old woman smiled knowingly on her pretty

niece, as, instead of answering her half query, she asked—" Do you not expect him here before sunset ?"

Minny turned hastily round, and seated herself opposite

a small mirror, adorned by one of those highly carved

frames which were popular at the toilets of our grand-

mammas. She did so with a double view of completing

her evening toilet, and at the same time screening her-

self from the inquisitive glances of her sharp old relative,

while she continued the conversation.

" He promised to be here before", she replied ,
" but it

is a long way".
" I hope he will not turn his eyes upon the Rock, ir he

should be detained after nightfall. I suspect, Minny.

that his eyes will be wandering in another direction, i

think he will be safe, after all".

" For shame, aunt Norry. Yon onght to be ashamed

of yourself, an old woman of your kind to speak in that

way. Come now, and tell me something funny, while I

am dressing my hair, to put tlie recollection of ti.at fright-

ful adventure of the Candle out of my head. Would not

that be a good figure for a Banthee ?" she added, shaking

out her long bright hair with one hand, in the manner

which is often attributed to the warning spirit, and casting

at the same time a not indifferent glance at the mirror

above mentioned.
" Partly, indeed,—but the Banthee (meaning no offence

at the same time) is far from being so young or so

blooming in the cheeks; and by all accounts, the eyes

tell a different story from yours—a story of death, and

not of marriage. Merry would the Banthee be. that

Avoukl be going to get young Mr. Cormac for a husband

to-morrow mornina; earlv".
°

' 15*
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*' ril go louk at the Hock again, if you continue to talk

such nonsense'.
" Oh, bubtHo !—rest easy, darling, and I'll say no-

thing.—Well, '•vhat story is it I'm to be telling you ?"

" Somethini' funny".

" Oyeh, my '^eart is bothered with 'em for stories. I

don't know whit I'll tell you. Are you 'cute at all ?"

" I don't know. Only middling, I believe".

" Well— I'll tell you a story of a boy that flogged

Europe for 'cfteness, so that if you have a mind to be

ready with an inswer for every cross question that'll be

put to you, yo". can learn it after him ;— a thing that may
be useful to yo^u one time or another, when the charge of

the house is lo^t in your hands".
" Well, let *ne hear it".

'
I will, th'>i, do that. Go on with your dress, and I'll

hflve mv storv done before you are ready to receive Mr.

Coimac".

So raying, -he drew a stool near her niece, and leaning

forward witn her chin on her hand, commenced the fol-

lowing tale.

" There ws a couple there, long ago, and they had a

son that they didn't know rightly what was it they'd do

with him, fcr they had not money to get him Latin enough

for a priest, and there was only poor call for day labourers

in the country. ' I'll tell you what I'll do', say's the father,

siys he ;
' I'll make a thief of him', says he ;

' sorrow a

better trade there is going than the roguery, or more

money-making for a boy that would be industrious'.

' It's tni" fur you', says the wife, making answer to

him; '')"'; vhere will you get a master for him, or

•i\ho'll tn' e him for an apprentice in such a business ?'

' I'll tel) yuu that', says the husband to her again. ' I'll

send hii'v' to Kerry. Sorrow better hand would you get

at the business anywhere, than there are about the moun-

tala'i that—and I'll be bound he'll come home to us a
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good hand at his business', savs he. Well and good, they

sent off" I he boy to Kerry, and bound him for seven years

to a thief that was Avell-kno\vu in tlicse parts, and cou ited

a very clever man in his line. They heard no mure of

him for tlie seven yenrs, nor hardly knew that they were
out, when he WidAed into them one morning, -with his

' Save all here I' and took his seat at the table along with

them—a fine, handsome lad, and mighty well spoken.
' Well, Mun,' says the father, ' I hope you're master o'

jour business ?' ' Pretty well for that, father', says he
;

' wait till we can have a trial of it'. ' With all my heart',

says the father ;
' and I hope to see that you haven't been

making a bad use o' your time while you were away !'

Well, the news ran among the neighbours, what a fine able

thief Mun had come home, and the landlord himself came
to hear of it among the rest. So w hen the father went to

his work the next morning, he made up to him, and

—

' Well', says he, ' this is a queer thing I'm told about you,

that you had your son bound to a thief in Kerry, and that

he's come home to you a great hand at the business'.

' Passable, indeed, he tells me, sir', says the father, quite

proud in him.-elf. ' NN'ell, FU tell you what it is', says the

gentleman ;
' I have a fine horse in my stable, and I'll

l)ut a guard upon him to-night, and if your son be that

preat hand that he's reported to be, let him come and steal

liim out from among the people to night ; and if he docs,

he shall have my daughter in marriage, and my estate

when I die,' says he. ' A great offer, surely', says the

poor man. ' But if he fails', says the genileman, ' I'll

prosecute him, and have him hanged, and you along with

l.im, for serving his time to a thief—a thing that's clearly

again' all law', says he. Well, 'tis unknown what a

wkiUdoo the father set up when he heard this. '

murther, sir,' says he, ' and sure 'tis well you know that

if a spirit itself was there he couldn't steal the horse that

would be guarded that way, let alone my poor boy', says
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he ;
' and how \\'i]l it be with us, or what did we ever do

to you, sir, that you'd hang us that way ?' ' I liave my
own reasons for it', says tiie gentleman, 'and you'd better

go home at once, aud tell the boy about it, it you have a

mind he should try his chance'. Well, the father went

home crying and bawling, as if all belonging to hiin were

dead. ' E', what ails you, father', says the son, 'or what

is it makes you be bawling that way?' says he. So he

up and told him the whole business, how they were to be

hanged, the two of them, in the morning, it 'he wouldn't

have the racer stolen. ' That beats Ireland', says the

sou ;
' to hang a man for not stealing a thing is droll,

surely ; but make your mind easy, tather, my master

would think no more of doing that than he would of eating

a boiled potato'. Well, the old niau was in great spirits

when he heard the boy talk so stout, although he wasn't

without having his doubts upon the business for all that.

Tne boy set to woik when the evening drew on, and dressed

himself like an old bucauyk* with a tattered frieze coat

about him, and stici^ing-s wiihouc any soles to 'em, with an

old cauOean of a straw hat upon the side of his head, and

the tin can under his arm. "i'is w hat he had in the tiu can,

I tell you, was a good sup ot spirits, with a little poppy

juice squeezed into it to make them sleepy that would be

after drinking it. \Vell and good, Minny, my child, he

made towards the gentleman's house, and when he was
passing the parlour window, he saw a beautiful young
lady, as fair as a lily, and with a fine blush entirely,

sitting and looking out about the country for herself, bu
he took off his hat, and turned out his toes, and made her

a low bow, quite elegant. ' I declare to my heart', says

the young lady, speaking to her servant that stood behmd
her, ' 1 wouldn't oesire to see a handsomer man than thar.

If he had a belter shoot of cloihcs upon hin), he'd be

equal to any gentleman, he's so slim aud delicate'. And
* A lame iiiau— idiomatically', beggar-mau.
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wlio was this but the gentleman's daughter all the while 1

Well, 'tis well became Mun, he went on to the stable

dnor, and there he found the lads all watchin^c the racer.

I'll tell you the way they watched her. They h id one

npon her back, and another at her head, where she wns
tied to the manger, and a great number of them about the

place, sitting down between her and the door. ' Save

all het-e!' says Man, putting in his head at the door. 'E',

what are ye doing here, boys ?' says he. So they up and

told hira they were guarding the racer from a great Kerry

thief they expected to be stealing her that night. 'Why
then he'll be a smart fellow, if he gets her out of that',

says Mun, making as if he knew nothing. ' I'd be for

ever obliged to ye, if ye'd let me liglit a pipe and sit

down awile with ye, and I'll do my part to make the

company agreeable'. ' Why then,' says they, ' we have

but poor treatment to offer you, for though tliere's plenty

to eat here, we have nothing to drink—the mister

Avouldn't allow us a hap'orth in dread v.e'd get sleepy,

and let the horse go.' 'Oh! tiie nourishment is all I

want', says Man, 'I'm no way dry at all'. Well and

good, in he came, and he sat among them telling stories

until past midnight, eating and laughing ; and every now
and then, when he'd stop in the story, he'd turn about

and make as if he was taking a good drink out of the can.

' You seem to be very fond of that tin can, whatevt'r you

have in it', says one of fhe men that was sitting near

him. ' Oh, its no signify', says Mun, shutting it up as if

not anxious to share it. Well they got the smell of it

.about the place, and 'tis little pleasure they took in the

stories after, only every now and then throwing an eye at

the can, and snutiing with their noses, like p.»inters when
game is in the wind. ''Tisn't any spring water vou'd

have in that. I b^'lieve', says one of them. ' You're

we'come to try it', says Mun, ' oidy I thought yon might

have some objectiuu in regard of what you said when 1
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came in'. ' Xonc in the world', says they. So he filled a

few little noggins for 'em, and for the man on the horse

and the man near the manger, and they all drank until

they slept like troopers. When they were all fast, up got

the youth, and he drew on a pair of worsted stockings

over every one of the horse's legs, so they wouldn't make
any noise, and he got a rope and fastened the man I tell

you was upon the racer's back, by the shoulder.-, up to the

rafters, when he drew the horse from under him, and

left him hanging fast asleep. Well became liim, he led

tl.e horse out of the stable, and had him home at his

father's while a cat would be shaking his ears, and

made up comfurtably in a little out-house. * Well', says

tl e o'd man when he Avoke in the morning and saw the

ht.rfc sto'en— ' if it was an angel was there', says he, ' he

coul n'. do the business cleverer than that'. And the

sauie tiling he said to the landloid, when he met him in

tlie field the same morning. ' It's true for you, indeed',

said the gen leiuin, ' nothing coali ibe better djue, and

I'll take it as an honour if jour son aud youisJf will give

me your company at dinner to-day, and I'll have the

pleasure of introducing him to my daughter'. ' E', is it

mo dine at your honour's table?' sajs the old man, looking

down at his dress.
'
'Tis just', sa_)s the gentleman again,

' and I'll take no apology whatever'. Well aud good,

they made themselves ready, the two of them, aud }0uug
Mim came riding upon the racer, covered all over wIlU

the best of wearables, and looking hke a real gentleman,

'E', that's that theie, my child ?' says the father, pointing

to a gallows, that was plant d right; opposite the genile-

mau's hall door. 'Idun'tknow—a gallows, i'm think-

ing', says the sen,— ' sure 'tisn't to haug Ui he would b.-,

afier asking us to his house, unless it be a thing he means
to give us our dinner first, and our dea&ert alter, as the

fashion goes', sa}s he. Well in with them, and they

I'ji.nd the company all waiting, a power of ladies and lords,
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and great people entirely. ' I'm sorry to keep yoa

waiting', says IMuii, making np to them, quite free and

easy, ' but the time stole upon us*. ' You couldn't blame

the time Tor taking after yourself, says the gentleman.

' It's true, indeed', says Man, ' 1 stole many is the thing

in my time, but there's one thing I'd rather thieve than

all the rest—the good will o' the ladies', says he, smiling,

and looking round at them. 'Why, then, I wouldn't trust

you very far with that either', says the young lady of the

house. Well and good, they sat down, and they ate their

dinner, and after the cloth was removed, t'lere was a

covered dish laid upon the table. ' Well', says the gen-

tleman, ' I have one trial more to make of your M'it—and

I'll tell you what it is :—let me know what is it I have in

this covered di>h ; and if you don't, I'll hang you and your

father upon that ga'lows over, for stealing my racer'.

' murther ! d'ye hear tiiis ?' says the father,— ' and

wasn't it your honour's bidding to steal her, or you'd hang

us ? Sure we're to be pitied with your honour', says tiie

poor old man. * Very well', says the gentleman, ' I tell

you a fact, and your only chance is to answer my ques-

tion'. ' Well, sir', says Mun, giving all up for lost, ' I have

nothing to say to you—although far the fox may go, he'll

be caught by the tail at last'. ' I declare you have it',

says the gentleman, uncove ing the dish, and what should

be in it only a fox's tail ! ^Vell, they gave it up to Mun,
that he was the greatest rogue going, and the young lady

married him upon the spot. They had the maste 's estate

when he died ; and if they didn't live happy, I wish that

you and I may".

"Amen to that, aunt. AVill you lay the mirror aside

for a moment.—Ha! whose fault was that?"
" Oh, Minny, you have broken the n.inor—0, my

child ! my child !"

" Why so ! It is not so valuable".

"Valuable! It is not the worth of the paitry glass,
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darling—but don't you know it is not good ? It is nol

lucky—and the night before your bridal, too
!"

" I am very sorry for it", said the girl, bending a some-
what serious gaze on tlie siiattered fragments of the antique

looking-glass. Then, by a transition which it would require

some knowledge of the maiden's history to account for, she

said, " I wonder if Cormac was with the Knight, v.heu he

made the sally at the castle, yesterday".

The answer of the elderly lady was interrupted by the

sound of several voices in an outer apartment exclaiming,
" Cormac ! Cormac ! Welcome, Cormac ! It is Cormac !"

" And it is Cormac !" echoed Minny, starting from her

seat, and glancing at the spot where the mirror ought to

have been. " You were right, aunt", she added, in a dis-

appointed tone, as she bounded out of the room, " it was
unlucky to break the mirror".

" It might for them that would want it", replied the

old lady, following at a lively pace ;
" but for you, I hope

it will bring nothing worse than the loss of it for this

niglit"'.

She found Minny seated, with one hand clasped in

those of a young soldier, dressed in the uniform of the

White Knigiit, smiling and blushing with all the artlessness

in the world. The young man wore a close fitting

truis, which disyilayed a handsome form to the best advan-

tage, and contrasted well with the loose and flowing dra-

pery of his mantle. The hirrede of green cloth, Avhich had

confined his hair, was laid aside ; and a leathern girdle

appeared at his waist, which held a bright skene and

pistol. The appearance of both figures, the expression of

hoth couiiienances, secure of present, and confident of

future happiness, formed a picture

Which some would smile, and more perhaps would sigh at;

a picture which would bring back pleasing recollections

luough to sweeten the temper of the sourest pair that
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Hymen ever disunited, and to move the spleen of the best

natured old bachelor that ever dedicated his heartn to

Dian and solitude.

The evening proceeded as the eve of a bridal might be

supposed to do, with its proportion of mirth and mischief.

The lovers liad been acquainted from childhood ; and every

one who knew them felt an interest in their fortunes, and

a share in the happiness which they enjoyed. The sun

had been already long gone down, when Minny, in com-

pliance with the wish of her old aunt, sang the following

words to an air, which was only remarkable for its sim-

plicity and tenderness :

—

I love my love in the mornirifr,

For slie, like morn, is fair;

Her blushing cheek, its crimson streak;

Its clouds, her polden hair;

Her glance, its beam, so soft and kind
;

Her tears, its dewy showers;

And her voice, the tender wiiisperiug wind
Tiiat stirs the early bowers.

I love my love in the morning,
I love my love at noon

;

For she is bright as the lord of light,

Yet mild as autumn's moon.
Her beautj' is my bosom's sun,

Her faith my fosterinu: shade;
And I will love my darling one

Till even sun shall fade.

I love my love in the morning,
I love my love at even

;

Her smile's soft play is like the ray
That lights tlie western Heaven.

I loved her when the sun was high,

1 loved her when he rose.

But best of all, when evening's sigh

Was murmuring at Us close.
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The song was scarcely ended, when IMinny felt her arm
fijrasped with an unusual force by the young soldier.

Turning round, in some alarm, she beheld a sight which

filiod her with fear and anxiety. Her lover sat erect in

his ciiair, gazing fixedly on the open casement, through

svhich a strong and whitish light shone full upon his face

and person. It was an interlunar night, and Minny felt

at a loss to conjecture what the cause could be of this ex-

traor iinary appearance.
'' .Minny", said her lover, " look yonder ! I see a

faiiJle burning on the very summit of the rock above us I

Although the wind is bending every tree upon the hill-

side, the flame does not flicker or change in the sUghtest

dcLTce. Look on it!"

" Do not look !" exclaimed the old aunt, with a shrill

cry. "May Heaven be about us ! Do not glance at tho

window. It is the death light
!"

Minny clasped her hands, and sank back into her chair.

" Let some one close the window", said the young
soldier, speaking in a faint tone. " I am growing ill; let

some one close the window".

Tiie old woman advanced cautiously towards the case-

ment, and extending the handle of a broom stick at

the utmost stretch of iier arm, was endeavouring to push

the shutter to, when j\Iinny, recovering from her astonish-

ment, darted at her an indignant look, ran to the window,

closed it, and left the room in darkness deeper than that

of night.

" What was that strange light ?" asked the young sol-

dier, looking somewhat relieved.

With some hes'tation, and a few prophetic groans and

oscillations of the head, the old story-teller informed him

that it was a light, whose appearance was commemorial

with the rock itself, and that it usually foreboded consider-

able danger oi n;isfortune, if not death, to any unhappy

being on whom its beams might chance to fail. It ap-
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peared, indeed, but rarely
;

yet, there never was instance

known in which the indication proved fallacious.

The soldier recovered heart to laugh away the 3,nxiety

which had begun to creep upon the company ; and, in a

little time, the mirthful tone of the assemblage was fully

restored. Lights of a more terrestrial description than

that which figured on the haunted rock, were introduced
;

songs were sung
;
jests echoed from lip to lip ; and merry

feet pattered against the earthen floor, to the air of the

national rinceadh fadha. The merriment of the little party

was at its highest point, when a galloping of horses, inter-

mingled with a distant rolling of musketry, was heard

outside the cottage.

" My fears were just !" exclaimed Cormac, stopping

short in the dance, wliile he still retained the hand of his

lovely partner : " the English have taken the castle, and

the White Knight is flying for his life I"

His surmise was confirmed by the occurrence which in-

stantly followed. The door was dashed back upon its

hinges, and the White Knight, accompanied Ly two of his

retainers, rushed into the house. The chioitain's face was

pale and anxious, and his dress was bespattered with

blood and miie. Three figures remained in a group near

the door, as if listening for the sounds of pursuit ; while

the revellers hurried together like startled fawns, and

gazed, with countenan( es indicative of strong interest or

wild alarm, upon the baffled warriors.

" Cormac !" cried the Knight, perceiving the bridegroom

among the company, " my good fellow, I missed you in

an unlucky hour. These English dogs have worried us

from our hold, and are still hot upon our scent. I have

only time to bid my stout soldiers farewell, and go to

meet them, for I will not have this happy floor stained

with blood to-night".

"That shall not be, Knight", exclaimed the bride-
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.>room ; " we will meet them, or flj together. You were
ny father's foster-child".

" It is ill vain—look there !" He laid bare his left arm,

vhich was severely gashed on one side.—"They have had

I taste of me already, and the bloodhounds will never tire

till they have tracked me home. And yet, if 1 had only

one day's space —Kavanagh and his followers are at

Kilmallock, and the castle might be mine again before the

:noon rises to-morrow evening".

"Kavanagh at Kilmallock!" exclaimed Cormac. "0
1 ly chieftain ! what do you do here ? Fly, while you have

;ime, and leave us to deal with the foe".

" It were idle", repeated the Knight, " their horses are

Vesher than ours, and my drjss would betray me".
" My mare will bear you safe", cried the young soldier,

with a burst of enthusiasm ;
" and for your dress, take

mine, and let me play the White Knight for once"

The chieftain's eyes brightened at the word, and a

'lope seemed to bloom out upon his clieek,—but a low

sound of suppressed agony from the bride checked it in

the spring.

" No, Cormac", he said, " I will not be your murderer".
" There is no fear", said Cormac, warmly, " you will

'le back in time to prevent mischief; and if you remain,

it will be only to see me share your fate. This is my only

chance for life ; for I will give the world leave to cry shama
ipon my head, if ever I outlive my master".

" What says the bride ?" inquired the Knight, bending

);i her a look of mingled pity and admiration.

"I will answer for her", said Cormac; "she had rather

')e the widow of a true Irishman, than the wife of a fabe

one'

.

" allilu ? we'll all be murthered if you don't hurry",

;aid the aunt. " What do you say, i\Iinny, my cliild?"

" Cormac speaks the trutli", replied the trembling girl,
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hanging in her weakness on his shoulder ; " if there be

no other way, I am content it should be so".

She was rewarded for this effort of heroism by a

fervent pressure of the hand from her betrothed, and the

exchange of accoutrements was presently effected. The
Kuight mounted Cormac's mare, and prepared to depart.

"My gallant fellow", he said, holding out his hand to

the generous bridegroom, " you do not mock the part you
act, for nobility is stamped upon your soul. If you suffer

for this, I have a vow, that I will never more wear any

other garb than yours; for you are the knightlier of the

two. Let me clasp your hand, than which a nobler

never closed on gauntlet".

They joined hands in silence, and the chieftain galloped

away with his retainers. When they were out of hearing,

Cormac turned to his bride, and again pressing her hand,

while he looked fixedly into her eyes, he said: "Now^
Miuny, you will show that you are fit for a soldier's wife.

Go. with your aunt Norry, into your room. No one here

will be molested but those who are in arms for the

Kuight ; and I will contrive to postpone any violence, for

a day, at least".

" I will not leave yon, Coi-mac", said Minny, speaking

more firmly than she had done since the interruption of

the festivity. " I am somewhat more to you than you are

to the White Knight".

Cormac smiled, and seemed to acquiesce for some time

in her wishes. He took his seat at the hearth with the

bespattered garb and sullied weapon of the knight, and

awaited in silence the approach of the pursuers, while

Llinny occupied a chair as near him as might be decorous,

taking his new rank into consideration. They listened for

a considerable time to the changeful rushing of the night

wind among the trees that clothed the hill-side, and the

howling of the wolves, that were disturbed in their retreats

by the sounds of comb.it. Those sonnds, renewed after
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long intervals and in an irregular manner, gi'aclually ap-

proaclied more near, and they could plainly distinguish tiio

trampling of horses' feet over the beaten track tluit

winded among the crags as far as the cottage door.

Again, and with great eagerness, Cormac entreated his

love to secure herself from the chances of their first en-

counter, by joining the family in the inner room ; but she

refused in a resolute tone, and on persisting, she assumed

an impatience, and even a desperation of manner, which

showed that her purpose was not to be shaken.
" Ask me not to leave you", she said ;

" any other

command I am ready to obey. I will be silent ; I will

not shriek, nor murmur, even though " She shud-

dered, and let her head droop upon his hand. " I will

not leave you, Cormac. Whatever your fite shall be, I

must remain to witness it. Do not doubt my firmness

;

only say that you will freely trust me, and 1 am ready for

the worst that can happen. I feel that I can be calm, if

you will only give me your confidence".

'I'here are some spirits wliicii, like the myrtle, require to

be bruised and broken by afiliction, before their sweetness

can be discovered. The young bride of Cormac might

LOW have exhibited an instance of this moral truth. So
perfectly did her manner indicate the degree of self-posses-

sion wliich she promised to maintain, that Cormac yielded

without further argument to her entreaty, and resumed his

place at the fireside.

Scarcely had he performed this movement when a loud

knocking was again heard at the door ; and immediately

after, as if this slight ceremony were only used in mockery,

the frail barrier Avas once more dashed inward on its

hinges. A crowd of soldiers rushed into the apartment,

and stopped short on seeing the bridegroom habited in the

accoutrements of the White Knight, and standing in a

posture of deftnce between his foes and the young girl,

Mho seemed to be restrained, rather by her deference to
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his wishes, than by any personal apprehension, from pres>

sing forward to his side.

" Stand back !" said Cormac, levelling his blade at the

foremost of the throng. " Before you advance further,

say what it is you seek. The inmates of this house (all

but one) are under the protection of the English law, and

can only be molested at your great peril".

" If you be the White Knight, as your dress bespeaks

you", returned an English officer, " surrender your sword

and person into our hands. It is only him we seek, and

no one else shall be disturbed, further than to answer our

claim of honaght hor—rest and refreshment for our small

troop until the morning breaks".

" I am not so thirsty of blood for the sake of shedding

it merely", returned the pseudo knight, " that I would

destroy a life of Heaven's bestowing in a vain encounter.

Here is mv sword, although I am well aware that in yield-

ing it without a struggle, 1 do not add a single one to my
chances (if any I had) of safety in the hands of my Lord

President".
" It would be dishonourable in me to deceive you", said

the Englishman :
" your ready, though late, surrender can

avail you little. I have here the warrant, which com-

mands that the execution of the rebel cajitain should not

be deferred longer than six hours after his arrest. I am
rot disposed, however, to be more rigid than my instruc-

tions compel me to be, so that you may call the whole six

hours your own, if you can find use for so much time in

this wo'rld".

Cormac turned pale, and thought of Minny ; but he

dared not look at her. The poor girl endeavoured to sup-

port herself against the chair which her lover had left

vacant, and retired a little, lest he should observe and par-

ticipate in the agitation which this fatal announcement had

occasioned.

" I thought it probable", said Cormac, with some hesita-
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tion, " tliat I might have hrtd a day, at all events, to pre-

pare for my fate ; but my Lord President is a pious man,

and must be better aware than I, liow much time a sinner

under arms might require to collect his evidence for that

last and fearful court-martial, whose decision is irrevo-

cable. A soldier's conscience, sir officer, is too often the

only thing about him which he allows to gather rust. If

1 had been careful to preserve that as unsullied as my
s^^. nl, I would not esteem your six hours so short a space

as ti.oy no\v appear".
'' The gift of grace, sir knight", said a solemn-looking

serc^ nit, " is not like an Earthly plant, which requires

much time and toil to bring its blossom forth. Heard ye

not of the graceless traveller, who, riding somewhat more

than a Sabbath-d.y's journey on the seventh, was thrown

from his horse and killed near a place of worship ? The

congregation thought his doom was sealed for both worlds,

and yet,

Between the stirrup and the groand,

Me)cy he sought and mercy he found"

"Aye", said the captive; "there are some persons

who look on this world as mere billeting quarters, and

require no more time to prepare for the eternal route than

they mig'it to brace up a havresac ; but my memory is not

60 li-iiC of carriage. I remember to have heard at Mung-

harid, a Latin adage, which might shake the courage of

any one who was inclined to rely venturously on his

powers of spiritual dispatch :—

•

Unus erat—ne desperes :

Uiius tuiitum—ne presumas.

However, I shall be as far wide of the first peril as I

should wish to be of the last. Come, sirs, you forg.t your

supper ; leave me to my own thoughts, and pray respect

this maiden, who will attend to your Avants while I rest",

" She seems as if she would more willingly omit that
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office**, said the Englishman. " The maiden droops sorely

for your misfortune, Knight".
" Poor girl !" Cormac exclaimed, venturing to look

round upon her for the first time since his capture. " It

js little wonder that she should wear a troubled brow.

You have disturbed her bridal feast". Then taking her

hand, and pressing it significantly while he spoke, he

added :
" Your husband was reckoned a true man, and I

know him well enough to be convinced that he would not

place his heart in the keeping of an unworthy or a selfish

love. I know, therefore, that you could not make him

happier than by acting on this occasion Avith that firmness

which he expects from you. Tell him, I knew better tho

value of life than to lament my fate, at least for my own
sake : and remember, likewise, Minny (is not that your

name ?) if ever Cormac should, like me, be hurried off by

an juntimely stroke of fate— if ever"—he renewed the

pressure of the hand, which he still held in his—" if ever

you should see him led, as I must now be, to an early

death, remember, my girl, that none but the craven-

hearted are short-lived on Earth. A brave man, who had

fulfilled all his duties, can never die untimely ; but a

coward would, though every hair were gray upon his

brow".

He strove to withdraw his hand ; but Minny, who felt

as if he were tearing her heart away from her, held it fast

between both hers, and pressed it with the grasp of a

drowning person, Cormac felt, by the trembling and

moistness of her hand, that she was on the point of

placing all in danger by bursting into a passion of grief,

lie lowered his voice to a tone of grave reproof, and said :

" Remember, Minny, let him not find that he has been

deceived in you. That would be a worse stroke than the

headsman's".

The forlorn girl collected all her strength, and felt the

tumult that was rising in her breast subside, like the

16
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Uproar of the northern tempest, at the voice of the Rei*n\-

kennar. She let his hand go, and stood erect, while hn

passed on, followed by several of the party, into another

room. Strange as sorrow had ever been to her bosom,

she could not have anticipated, and was wholly incap:iblo

of supporting the dreadful desolation of spirit which came
upon her after she was left alone. She remained for some

time motionless, in the attitude of one who listens intently,

until she heard the door of a small inner apartment, into

which he had been conducted, close upon her lover ; and

then gathering her hands across her bosom, and walking

slowly to the vacant chair, she sank down in a violent and

hysterical excess of grief.

It is strange that the effusion of a few drops of : b' '\y

liquid at the eyes, should enable the soul to give mo 3

tranquil entertainment to a painful thought or feel....;
;

but it is a fact, however, which Minny experienced in

common with all who have known what painful feelings

are. She pictured to herself the probable nature of the

fiite which awaited her betrothed ; and from the hoiror

which she felt in the contemplation, proceeded to devise

expedients for its prevention. This, however, appeared

now to be a hopeless undertaking. The warrant of the

Lord President must needs be executed within the time
;

and it was improbable that the White Knight could re-

turn before the expiration of the six hours. Would it be

possible to contrive a scheme for his liberation ? Ilia

guards were vigilant and numerous, and there was but

one way by which he could return from the room, and

that was occupied by sentinels. If Mun, or the Kerry

thief, his master, were on the spot, of what a load mij;ht

they relieve her heart ! She would have given worlds to

be mistress, for one night, of the roguery of the adept in

aunt Norry's tale.

AVe shall leave her for the present, involved, like a

bungling dramatist, iu a labyrinth of ravelled plots and

iJ
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contrivances, while we sliift the scene to the unfortiiuate

hero of the night, who lay in his room, expecting the ca-

tastrophe with no very enviable sensations.

The soldiers had left him to make the necessary pre-

parations for his approacliing fate in darkness and solitude.

He was now on the point of achieving a character, not

without precedent in the history of his country—namely,

that of a martyr to his own heroic fidelity— and he was
determined to bear his part like a warrior to the last.

Still, however, to a lover, conscious of being loved again—

•

to a young man, witii prospects so fair and present happi-

ness so nearly perfect—to a bridegroom, snatched from

the altar to the scaffold, at the very moment when he was

about to become doubly bound to life by a tie so holy and

so dear—to such an one, though brave as a fiery heart ana

youthful blood could make him, it was impossible that

death should not wear a giim and most unwelcome aspect.

Keither is tiie man to be envied, whose nature could

undergo so direful a change without emotion. True

bravery consists, not in ignorance of, or insensibility to

danger, but in the resolution which can meet and defy it,

when duty renders such collision necessary. Fear, in

common with all the other passions of our nature, has

been given us for the purpose of exercising our reason,

and acqiiiiing a virtue by its subjugation ; and the man (if

any such ever lived) who is ignorant of the feeling, is a

monster, and not a hero. The truly couragious man is

he who has a heart to feel what danger is, and a soul to

triumph over that feeling, when it would tempt him to the

neglect of any moral or religious obligation. Such was
the temper of Cormac. He bel'eved that he was per-

forming his duty, and did not even entertain a thought of

any other line of conduct than that which he was pur-

suing ; but this did not prevent his being deeply and

bititrly conscious of the hardness of his fortunes, iu thiii

nnlooked-for and untimely separation.
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Exhausted by the intensity of his sensations, l;e haci

dropped for some time into a troubled and uneasy slumber,

when the pressure of a soft hand upon his brow made him

lift up his eyes, and raise himself upon his elbow. Ho
beheld Miuiiy stooping over him, with a dim rushlight

burning in one hand, while with the other she motioned

him to express no surprise, and to preserve silence.

" Hush, hush !" she said, in a low whisper, " Cormac,

are you willing to make an effort for liberty ?"

He stared strangely upon her, and stood on his feet.

" What is the meaning of this, Minny; how came you

here ?"

" The soldiers have been merrier than they intended,

and I drugged their drink for them. Slip off your brogs,

and steal out in your truis only. They are now sleeping

in tlie next room, and I have left them in the dark. Fear

not their muskets ; I have drenched the myitchlocks for

them. There are only two waking, who are on guard out-

side the door ; and for these, we must even place our hopes

in Heaven, and take the chance of their bad marksmanship.

Ah, Cormac! —but there is no time to lose; come with me".
" My glorious heroine !" cried the astonished soldier, " I

could not have thouglit this possible".

" Hush ! your raptures will betray us".

" But whither do yon intend to fly ?"

" To the cavern on the western side of the hill, where

Fitzgerald lay on the night of the great massacre at Adare

Castle. Keep close to me, and I think it likely we shall

pass the sleepers".

She extinguished the hght ; and both crept, with

noiseless footsteps, into the adjoining room, which was the

chamber of the heroic maiden herself. As they en-

deavoured to steal between the soldiers, who lay locked in

slumber on the ground, Minny set her foot on some britllo

substance, which cracked beneath her weight with a noise

sutiicieat to awaken one of the soldiers.



THE ROCK OF THE CANDLB. 8G5

" It is the mirror !" said Minny to lierself ; "my aunt

Norry's prophecy was but too correct, and uiy vanity haa

ruined everything".

Still, however, her presence of mind did not forsake

her. The soldier, turning suddenly round, laid hold of

Cormac's eitaigh or mantle, and arrested his progress.

" Ho ! ho !" he exclaimed, " who have we here ?"

" Prithee, let go my dress, master soldier", returned

the young girl ;
" this freedom tallies not well with your

sermon on grace to the White Knight. I doubt you for a

solemn hypocrite".

" I knew you not, wench", replied the sergeant, letting

Cormac's mantle fall, " or I would as soon have thought

of clapping palms with Beelzebub, as of fingering any part

of your Irish trumpery. Whither do ye travel at this

time of the night ?"

'' Even to kindle my rushlight at our hearth-stone in

the next room. Turn on your pallet, sergeant, and let

me go, else you may be troubled with unholy dreams".

They passed on, and reached the outer room in safety.

" Now, !Minny", said Corniac, " it is my turn to make
a suggestion. Do you pass out, and await me at the

stream that runs by the edge of the wood. The sentinels

will suffer you to proceed, and the risk of detection will

be lessened. Nay, never stop to dispute the point : its

advantages are unquestionable".

Minny would not even trust herself with a farewell

before she obeyed the wishes of her lover. A few passing

jests were all she had to encounter from the sentinels, and

Cormac had the satisfaction to see her hurry on, unmo-
lested, in the direction of the stream. ^Vllen he supposed

a sufficient time had elapsed to enable her to reach the

place of rendezvous, he threw aside 1 is mantle, and pre-

pared to take the sentinels by surprise. The door stood

opdu, and he could plainly see the two guards pacing to

and f»o in the moonlight. Pausing for a moment, he up«
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lifted his clapped liands to Heaven, and breatlied a short

flnd agitated prayer of mingled hope and resignation.

Tlion summoning the resolution which never failed him in

his need, lie dnrted tl)rough the doorway inio the open

air.

A.-tuiii-linient and perplexity kept the sentinels motion-

less for some moments, and Cormac had fled a considerable

distance before they became sensible of the nature of the

occm-iciice which had taken place. Both instantly dis-

charged their pieces in the direction of the fugitive, and

tvith loud shouts snmmoned their comrades to assist iu

the pursuit. The bullets tore np tlie earth on either side

of Cormac, who could hear, as he hurried on, the execra-

tions and nproar of ihe awakened troop at finding their

arms lendcrod incapable of service. He dashed onward

toward the wood, and had the happiness, while the sounds

of pursuit yet lingered far behind, to discera the whito

dress of his betrothed fluttering in distinct relief against

the dark and shadowy foliage of the elm wood. Snatch-

ing her up in his arms with as little diihculty as a mother

feels in supporting her infant, he hurried across the stream,

and was quickly buried in the recesses of the wood.

The morning broke before they had reached the ap-

pointed place of concealment. It was one of those

ancient receptacles for the noble dead, which were hol-

lowed out of the earth in varions parts of the country,

and were frequently used during the persecutions of

foreign invaders, as places of refuge and concealment for

the persons and properties of ^le people. When they

found themselves safely sheltered within the bosom of this

close retreat, the customary effect of long restrained

a.ixiety and sudden joy was produced upon the lovers.

They flung themselves, with bioken exclamations of de-

light and aflcction, into each other's arms, and remained

for a considerable time incapable of acting or speaking

with any degree of self-possession. The necessity, 'how.
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ever, of providing for their safety during the ensuing day,

recalled them to a more distinct jjerception of the difficiiltiea

of their situation, and suggested expedients for their alle-

viation or removal.

They ventured not beyond the precincts of their Dnii-

dical sojourn until the approach of evening, and even

then it was but to look upon the sunlight, and hurry back

again to their lurking-place in greater anxiety than before.

The English had discovered, and were fast approaching

the mouth of their retreat.

Cormac, signifying to his bride that she should remain

silent in the interior of the cave, drew his sword and

stood near the entrance, jnst as the light became obscured

by the persons of the party who were to enter. They
paused for some time on hearing the voice of Cormac, who
threatened to saciilice the tirst person that should venture

to place his foot inside the mouth of the recess. In a few-

moments after, the devoted pair were perplexed to hear

tlie sound of stones and earth thrown together, as if to

erect some building near the cave. Unable to form any

conjecture as to the nature and object of this proceeding,

tliey clung together, iu silence and increased anxiety,

awaiting the i-.-ue.

On a sudden, a strong whitish light streamed into the

cavern, casting the daik and lengthened shadows of the

party who stood without, in sharp distinctness of outline

upon the broken rocks on the op))osite.

" Look there, Minny !" exclaimed the youth, "it is the

moon-rise, and we may shortly look for the reinrn of our

chief".

" It cannot be, Cormac. The shadows would fall, iu

that case, to the westwards, and not to the south. It is a

more fatal signal, it is the death light of the Rock !"

Cormac paused for some moments. " Fatal it may
bo ' , he replied,— " but do you observe, jNfinny, that no

part of its ghastly lustre has fallen upon us? It is shining
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bright upon our enemies. There is a promise Id that, If

there be in reality any supernatural meaning in the

appearance ". •

JMinny sighed anxiously, while she bnng upon his arm
—but made no answer to this cheering suggestion. The
party outside continued their labour, and in a little time

the light was only discernible, as if penetrating through

small crevices at the entrance.

" What can they intend ?" said Minny, after a pause of

some minutes, during which the party outside maintaineti

profound silence. " All merciful Heaven '" she continued,

smarting to her feet in renewed alarm,—" we are about to

siiir r the fate of Desmond's Kernes—they are going to

suffucate us with fire
!"

A dense volume of smoke, which rolled into the cavern

through the crevices before-mentioned, confirmed this

tenific conjecture. The practice, all barbarous as it was,

had been frequently resorted to by the conquering party

in the subjugation of the inland districts of the island.

Feeble as he had been rendered by fatigue, anxiety, and
want of food, Cormac resolved to make a desperate effort

to escape the horrible death which menaced them, and

rushed, sword in hand, to the mouth of the cave. But he

was met by a mass of heated vapour, which deprived him

of the power of proceeding, or even calling aloud to their

destroyers. He tottered back to where he had left his

bride, and sinking down on the earth beside her, felt a

horrid sense of despair weigh down his energies like

cowardice. Again he arose, and attempted to force hi.-

way thi-ough the entrance, and again he was compelled to

relinquish the effort. He cried aloud to them—offered to

surrender—and entreated that they would at least have

mercy on his companion. But no answer was returned,

and the dreadful coiiclusion remained to be deduced, thai,

contented with iiaving made the work of death secure, ibcy

had retired to a distance from the place.
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With a sickening heart, eyes swollen and painful, and a

reeling brain, Cormac once more resumed his phice by the

side of his betrothed. She had fallen into a kind of

delirium, and extended her arms towards him with an ex-

pression of sufiering, which made his heart ache more
keenly than his own agonies.

" I want air, Cormac !—oh, Cormac, my love ! take me
home with you—take me into the green fields—for I am
dying here.—Air, Cormac ! air, for the love of Heaven !"

" My own love, you shall have it—look up, and boar

a good heart for two minutes, and we shall all be happy
again".

" This place is horrible—it is like Hell 1 It is Hell

!

Are we living yet ? I have been a sinner ; and yet, I

hoped, too, Cormac—I always hoped"

—

" Hope yet, Minny, and you shall not hope in vain-
keep your face near the earth, where the air is freest.

Ha ! listen to that. The White Knight is returned, and

we are safe
!"

A rolling of musketry, succeeded by yells, shouts, and

cries of triumph and of anguish, was heard outside the

cavern. Cormac and his bride stood erect once more; but

poor Minny's strength failed her in the effort, and she sank

lifeless into the arms of her lover. In a i'uw moments the

mouth of the cavern was cleared ; and a flood of the cool

sweet air rushed like a welcome to life and happiness, into

the bosoms of the sufferers. Recovering new vigour with

this draught, Cormac staggered toward the entrance, and

passed out into the open air, with his fainting bride on his

shoulder and a drawn sword in his right hand—jire-

senting to the troop of liberators, who were gathered

outside, a picture not unlike that of Theseus bearing the

beautiful queen of Dis from the descent of Avernus. His

pale cheeks looking paler in the moonlight, his wild

staring eyes, scattered hair, and military attire, contributed

to render the resemblance still more strikina;.
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The White Knight received him with open arms ; but

Cormac would hold no more lengthened communication

uniil his bride was restored to health and consciousness.

In this no great difficulty was encountered; and tradition

says, that the White Knight was one of the merriest

dancers at the bridal feast, which was given at the cottage

in a few days after these occurrences.

I learned from a person curious in old legends, an

account of the manner in which the "Candle on the Rock"

was exorcised,— for it has not been seen for a long lapse

of time. About two years after the marriage of Cormac
and Minny, they were both seated, on a calm winter

evening, in the room which had been the scene uf so much
tumult and disaster on the occasion above-mentioned.

Minny was occupied in instructing a little rosy chil4

(whose property it was, my fair readers may perhaps con-

jecture) in the rudiments of locomotion ; while Cormac

—

(young husoands will play the fool sometimes)—held out

hi3 arms to receive the daring adventurer, after his

hazardous journey of no less than two yards, on foot,

across the floor. The tyro-pedestrian had executed about

half his undertaking without meeting with any accident

worthy of commemoration, and lo ! aunt Norry was

bending over him, with a smile and a " i/a gra hu!" of

overflowing affection, when an aged man presented himself

at ilie open door, and solicited charity for the love of

Heaven

!

Minny placed a small cake of griddle bread in the arms

of the infant, and bade him take it to the stranger. The
child tottered across the floor with his burden, and

deposited it in the hat of the poor pilgrim, who laid his

withered hand on the glossy ringlets of the little innocent,

and blessed him with much fervency. At that moment,

the fatal Light of the Rock streamed through the doorway,

and bathed in its lustre the persons of the wayfarer and

Lis guileless entertainer. The poor mother shrieked aloud,
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and was about to rush towards the child, when tho

pili^rim, assuming on a sudden a lofty and majcstio

a'titude, bade her remain where she stood, and suffer him

to protect the child.

'•I know," said he, " the cause of your fear, and I hope

to end it. The evil spirit who possesses that fatal signal,

is as much under the control of the Almighty as the

leebhst mortal amongst us ; and if there be on Earth a

being who is exempt from the pernicious influence which

the demon is permitted to exercise, surely the fiend may,

with utmost security, be defied by innocence and charit/".

Having thus said, he knelt down, with the chiL-1

between him and the Kock, and commenced a silent prayer,

while his clasped hands rested on the head of the infant,

his long gray hair hung down u[)on his shoulders, and his

clear blue eye was fixed upon the fatal Caudle. As he

prayed, the anxiuus parents observed the light grow

fainter and fainter, and the shadows of the old man and

child become less and less distinct, until at length tiie

sallow hue of the pilgrim's countenance could scarcely be

distinguished from the bloom that glowed upon the fresh

checks of the infant. Before his prayer was ended, the

light had disaj peared altogether, and the child came

running into the arms of its enraptured mother. "When

the first burst ot joy had been indulged in, she looked up

to thank the stranger; but he was nowhere to be seen !

The death-light has never since reappeared upon the

Rork, although it preserves the name which it received

from that phantom. Oormac and Minny long continued

to exercise the virtue of hospitality to which they owed so

much in this instance ; and I am told that the child

became a bishop in the course of time. Tliis, surely, is

good fortune enough to enable one to wind up a long story

with credit ; and I have only to conclude, after aunt

Norry's favourite form, by Avishing : IF they didn't livs

HAPl'Y, that you and I MAY.



COXCLUSrON.

Bt the time this last tale had drawn to its catastrophe,

the narrator (the toothless hag biifore alluded to) found

that she had been for a considerable time the sole admirer

of her own romance. Alarmed by the increasing strength

and harmony of the chorus with which the sleepers bore

burden to her tale, she raised her palsied head from

beneath the covering she had drawn over it, and gazed

upon the circle. The host and hostess sat upright in their

lofty chairs, snoring as if it had been for a wager, at the

same time that they m:iintained their attitudes with an un-

bending dignity that would have sti'uck Cineas mute

;

while their friends lay scattered about the room in all di-

reciions, and some in very queer, comical postures indeed.

As it Avas the tale, beyond all question, which had set

them to sleep, so the sessation of the drowsy hum of the

old woman's voice produced the contrary effect. The
moment that perfect silence reigned around tiiem, all

rubbed their eyes, and awoke. The first gray shimmer of

a winter dawn stole in upon the revellers—the fowls began

to rufHe their feathers upon the roost over the door—and
the swinish citizins of a neighbouriug piggery gave
gruntirig salutation to the morn.

With hurried and wondering gestures, the guests en-

tered upon the bustle of separation, and the coast waa
presently left clear of all but the good fulks of the house-

and their guest, the chronicler of the evening.
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Of late years, scenes like this have become rare in

Ireland. Before the period of the year arrives when
ancient and revered custom reminds the peasant of the

domestic jollities of his fathers and of his own childhood,

the horn of the Whiteboy, or the yell of the more

ferocious Rockite, has startled the keepers of the land, and

warned the inhabitants to prepare for "other than dancing

measures." Without presuming for an instant to venture

an opinion on the causes of the ch.nge, we may, at

least, calculate on the reader's sympatl y in expressing a

hope that it may be of brief continuance, and that the

time may not be very distant, when the Irish agriculturist

may enjoy the domestic comforts which at many periods

were known to his progenitors, and which are not denied

to other nations in our own day—when

"every man shall eat in safety,

Under his own hedge, what he plants, and sing

The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours ;"

when he can have his pit of potatoes, his reek of turf, his

Sunday coat and brogues, his " three tinpennies" for thi

priest at Christmas and Easter ; and his finiily firesidei

<ind his collection of " popular tales" at " HoUaud-tide.**

TBI ENO







M



IRISH SATIRE.

Among the many translated specimens with which we
bave been furnished from the remains of Old Irish Lite-

rature in all its other branches, I do not recollect hav-

ing seen any that told us of the existence of a satirical

power. That this was rather the result of imperfect

inquiry on the part of the curious iu these matters,

than of its actual non-existence, I always suspected

—

for satire is ever keenest when it is naive—and this last

is the characteristic of nnreclaime'd genius, in all coun-

tries. I have been enabled to procure some instances

which are current amongst the peasantry of the South

of Ireland, in their vernacular tongue ; and I shall

venture to subjoin a few, almost literally rendered into

English. They are presented under the form of fables,

and like all early attempts of this nature, have the

fault of being personal. The first is directed against

one of those half gentry who supply the place of the

absentee landlords, (this, it appears, was rather an

ancient grievance,) and let out })ortions of land, iu

acres, half acres, and quarter acres, to the labourer

who wishes to secure himself a store - of potatoes

against the idle season ensuing—and who take especial
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care that they do not leave the premises until all

demands have been cleared off by the miserable lessee.

I remember having heard the table introduced with

great effect, into a harangue, by an orator of this

class.

"John Finnane walked through his grounds—John
was weary, and he sat down upon a ridge of potatoes.

It was Jerry Graham's quarter. How astonished was
John Finnane to hear Jerry's tvhite-cyes talking to one

another in the ground under him : He stooped, and
began to listen. ' Will you grow any more V says a

little potatoe to a big poiatoe. ' No,' says the other,

'I am big enough.' ' Well, then,' says the little pota-

toe, ' move out of the way, and let us grow for poor

Jerry Graham and the creatures.' ' You know very

well,' says the big potatoe, 'that I cant't stir out of this

jiniil John Finnane gets his rent.' ' Tiiat's true,' says the

other."

The next was Intended to ridicule an extravagant

fellow, who, having no family, neglected his household

concerns, and was ruining hunself by indolence, and a

fondness for the chase. The fairies of the Hibernian

bards are a very different race of beings from those of

Shakespeare. They' do not hold their meetings

" On the beached margent of the sea.

To dauce their ringlets to the whistliug wind,"

but are generally represented as a race of chubby boys

in red jackets, with caps on their heads, and invariably

engaged in the diversion of goal playing, a game some-

what resembling our cricket.

"So good a rider David Foy was, and so notable a

creature was his horse, tiiat he left hounds, hunt, hare,

and all behind him. On he went, and he was going,

gohig, going, until he came to a great valley. And
there he saw a number of boys, with red jackets, and
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caps on their liends, and hurJies in tlieir liands, pLiying

goal. David Foy began to be afraid, for be knew
wliere he was. Presently, an old liag came and offered

him something to drink ; he refused it, for he knew it

was net gocd to take drink from the like.* 'Take it/

said the old hag, ' and don't spare, it is David Foy's

cider, and long may he live, we don't want for the best

he has.' David went in, and made merry with them.

By and by, in comes an oiinshah with a fine pail of

sweet milk. 'Where did you get that?' said the hag.
' Long life to David Foy, where should I get it but out

of his dairy ? He is out hunting, and Betsy was in the

Jiiiggart with Tim Foulou, and I took my share with the

cat and the dog.' 'Umph!' says David to himself.

Then comes in an ounshah with a tirkin of butter, and

another with a gammon of bacon, and all in the same

story. "Tis no admiration for ye to be so fat,' says

David, making as if he knew nothing. In a year after,

be came to the same place ; the boys were nothing but

skin and bone, and the old hag was scraping a raw
potatoe to make a cake for their supper. ' Oh ! the

curse of Cromwell on you, David Foy, for a near nager

as you are ; we haven't made a good meal on you, this

twelve-month.' 'The more my luck,' says David."

The last I shall at present give you, is one of more

general application, though, as usual, an individual has

been made the vehicle of the satirist's spleen, and no

less an individual than a saint, and no less a saint then

the great patron himself. While its chief point ia

aimed at those who do much, but stop short of all,

there is likewise a sly hit at the Westerli fulks.

"How was it that St. Patrick did not reform all

Ireland ? When he came over first, he walkeil along,

* The lower orders of the Irish have a superstition that fairies

have power to detain only those who accept rclrethuientt Irom their

hand:i.
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preachinor, and converting, and baptizing, wherever ho

came. When be came into Ossory, he baptized with-

out preaching. When he came down to Limerick, he

made priests, and told Ihem to baptize and to preach
;

but when he arrived in Shanagolden, he hfted up liis

hands, and said, ' Good people, God bless ye all to the

West r and returned to Dublin."

SONNET—REPENTA N CE.

I looked upon a dark and sullen sea,

Over whose slumbering waves the night mists hung,

'Till from the morn's grey breast a fresh wind sprung.

And swept its brightening bosom joyously !

—

Then rolled the shades its quickening breath before j

The glad sea rose to meet it^—and each wave,

Retiring from the wild caress it gave,

Made summer music to the listening shore !

So slept my soul unmindful of thy reign

;

But the kind breath of thy celestial grace

Hath risen !—Oh ! let its sweetening spirit cha3«

From that dark seat each mist and mortal stain.

Till—as in yon clear water, mirrored fair

—

Heaven once more sees itself reflected there

!
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Host, Page, fyc.—Bless thee, doctor.—Save you, master doctor.-"
Give you good morrow, good master doctor

!

Doctor Cuius.—Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come fori—B«
gar, de herring is no dead, so as I vill kill

!

Merry Wives of IVindsor.

"Am I not punctual ? (said a medical friend, physi-

cian to a Wexford Dispensary, on entering my apart-

ment at an earlier hour than was precisely agreeable,)

I am come, according to promise, to accompany you
to our Dispensary. If Hans Holbein, (he continued,

throwing himself into a sedia d'apoggio,) had laid the

scene of his Trioviphe. de la Mort in Ireland, I could

supply him with some sketches which, I think, would
form no disadvantageous substitutes for the many flat

common-places with which he has favoured us. Now,
in the first instance, I would take him to a potatoe field,

through which I passed yesterday on this very estate,

(the Earl of * * *'s,) and where I was witness to a
scene which its absentee proprietor, I hope, does not
dream of. I would give him the outline of that scene,

with his own whimsical distortions, and this should be
my etching :—In the centre I should place one of those

portly gentlemen, to whose predecessors it was said,
' Go forth, and take ye your scrip and your staff,' &c.

;

and I would be careful that he had more of the scrip

than of the staff, in the formation of the outward man
;

otherwise, I should not be a faithful historian. He
should point with his cane to an open potatoe-^>i^ in tii©
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half distance, on the left : perched upon this j^oodly

eminence, I would uive you a. tithe-proctor with a mallet

ill his hand, servini^ in the capacity of auctioneer, and
roaring out the biddings of some decently dressed fel-

lows, whom, by the use they make of their left hands in

examining the devoted cups, you may judge to be

Palenti7ies* On the left, in the foreground, I should

make a group of the miserable, starving family of the

lessee. In the distance, on the extreme left, you should

see a skeleton horse, and cart, preparing to remove their

all—their little winter store ; and on the extreme right,

a miserable hovel, or cabin. To complete the allegori-

cal part of the satire, I would have Death, under the

usual figure of a sgue/e(te, with a spade lifted over the

churchman's head, pour lid cnsser la tele. He should

have the white shirt of a Rockite thrown over his grisly

bones, and his os fronds should be smeared with bog-

dust."

" I should recommend to you, (said I,) to make fi

rough draft of the thing, and show it to your friend

F , at the Glebe,"

"Then my next sketch should be taken from a

Country Dispensary. Death should be here placed be-

hind tlie counter, employed after his own heart, under

all the authority of a wig and diploma ; and I would

have a junior skeleton at his side, witli a mortar in

one hand, and a pestle in the other, fiercely engaged iu

compouiiding for the miserable looking applicants."
" And would you make this one before us sit for the

picture ?" said I.

" Ho ! sir ; no, no, (he exclaimed,) the W Dis-

pensary is acknowledged to be an exception :—Come

* I should suppose there is no necessity for explaining this word.
There exists a very sincere hatred of these folks iii the southern coun-
ties of Ireland, and indeed, 1 believe there is no lovo wasted on their

Ei<le
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in, come in "— The door was opened, and a rus1i conv

nienced, some idea of wliicli may be formed by tliose

who have waited half-an-hour at the jiit door of Drury

Lane, in the first run of "The Cataract."
" Good morrow, doctor. Ah ! then, long life to your

honour ; how does the young mistress, and JSIaster

Tom, and the old man of all. Sir ? May be you havu't

any time to look at this bit of ticket, plase your hon-

our ; 'tis from old Hartigiin*, Sir," (the treasurer to

the concern.) "Very well, very well, my good man
,

sit down, sit down.— I don't know, (said the Doctor

to me, wliile he made his arrani;;emonts in the surgery,

which was about half again as munificently furnished as

that of Romeo's apothecary,) what these good people

did ten years back, when there was no such thing as a

dispensary in the country ; but since they have been

established, they seem to regard it as a most unreason-

able thing to expect that their little finger should aciie

while a doctor was in the neighbourhood, and to think

that it would be a kind of suicidal act if they tailed to

make the case known. An unwise fellow would quarrel

with them on occasions of this kind, but I humour them

—set their minds to rest, save myself trouble, and

make my reputation. You shall see one of those very

extraordinary cases before we have done. Well, Mrs.

O'Hierlohee, aiul what's the matter with you, pray ?"

—

"Why, then. Sir, I can hardly tell what ails me, but

I'm very bad entirelv."
—

" Do you sleep well, Mrs.

O'H ?"—" Oh ! very vvell. Doctor."—" And do you eat

well?"
—"Oh ! then, it is'nt so bad with me, but I can

eat a little, Doctor."—"And drink well?"—"1 can't

say but I do, indeed, your honour."— " Well, then,

what is the matter whh you, Mrs. O'll.?"
—"Why,

then, I don't know, Doctor ;
only I'm very bad entirely

* This familiar way of naming their betters, behind their backs, is

very u«Mul among the peasantry.
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—entirely."—" Oh ! is that it ? "Well, we'll <rct yon

over tiiat ; sit down a moment" He let me see the

prescription, which was quite as novel and as nugatory

as the case itself ; it was given in this form :
—

Aqiiao fontanis • - - iv oz.

c Aquai pura;

l Aqiiao distillae - - - a a ij oz

Tinct Tolut. - - - gtt ij

Fiat mist, hora somni sumend.

And we had the satisfaction to learn that it was suc'

cessful a la merveille.

" Well, Mr. M'Coy, what has happened to your

hand, that you have bound up there—what ails it V—
" Wiiy, then. Doctor, (said the man, advancinfj his

head obliquely, with a knowing, confidential look,) 1

believe 'tis some of my sins that's going to be forgiven

me ! I never had such punishment in my life, since I

was born."
—"How did it happen?"—"How did it

happen 1 Why, then, I'll tell your honour that same.

To be engaged to cut rape for—there he is—Switzer,

the Palentine, and it to be Michaelmas-day—a re-

trenched holiday, and I, never to know it, till I run the

ra[)iiig-hook right across my fingers !—And, upon the

vestment I could swear, it was unknownst to me I did

it ; for, though it be retrenched, I know 'tisu't good to

break it for all."

The Irish are a nation of intuitive huvihugs ; and

they succeed better in their essays on their superiors,

because they cover their shrewdness with a simplicity

really natural. My friend was boasting to me how per-

fectly he was au fait with respect to their qualifications

in this respect, when a woman, who had asked without

avail the four and fiftieth time for a little grain of

ornate, (cmatn,) turned to one of her companions, who
was being congratulated by another on her perfect

recovery, and said, as if apart, " Ah 1 then, Ma«y, you
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may thank the Doctor for that."
—

" Sure, I know I

may, Koth," said Mary.—"The Lord be good to them
that sent us a clever and a civil gentleman, tliat knows
liis business. "—The finesse was irresistible ; and she

went off immediately in triumph with her prize.

Ju the afternoon, I accompanied "the Doctor" to see

a patient (on a visiting ticket,) who was ill of a brain

fever. Tlie messenger told ns he was the great Mr.
Davy Dooley, the poet of tiie village ; and added, as a

kind of hint to my friend, if he was at all ambitious of

immortality, that David wrote a song in praise of Dr.

, the last physician who attended him, and tliat the

neighbours said tiiere was a dale of very hue English in

it. " But I don't know, please your honour, what is it

makes poets so unlucky. Davy never did well in his

life : I think myself 'tis the curses of the people that

tiiey make the songs upon, that falls upon them.*

Davy never had any luck since he wrote one upoa

Father Phelim, where he says,

" Go, kneel and pray—or fight and play,

Or drink, or wliiit ye will
;

But bring your grist on Christmas-day,
To Father Pheliiii's mill !

"

When we arrived at the clay-walled dwelling of this

village Juvenal, we found it crowded almost to suffoca-

tion with the gossips and the literati of the whole

neighbourhood. Never was mortal so pestered with

queries of " Well, Doctor, what do you think of him ?

Will he do. Sir ?" as my poor friend was on his sortee

from the inner chamber, which was separated by a
hurdk from the outer, where, in the midst of the hushed

assembly, stood the redoubted Father Phelim, himself,

* This is so curiously characteristic an observation, that perhaps it

is worth while to say it is not an invention. " With mine own ear

1 heard it."
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ranch to his credit, liamngninj^ them on the absurdity

of the idea that the poet's brain was visited for its own
wicked creations, at the same time that he condemned
these last. Let me here oS'er a ph'a for tliat much
injured, mnch misrepresented, homely, honest class, the

Catholic priesthood of the country parishes. Notliini^

can be more unfair, more untrue, than tlie allusions

sometimes made to their comfortable mode of living;,

and their love for it. A poor farmer will fi.x on one of

his sons to be made a priest of; a classical education

can be procured in Ireland for a few pounds ; and this

lad, after having achieved a parish, which may brinj^

him in about thirty pounds a year—sometimes scarcely

so much—is saddled with the care of a few sisters, a

sister's child, sometimes a young brother, or an old

aunt, or a widowed mother ; and these he must provide

for, until taken off his hands in one way or otiier.

Of the character of one of this class. Father Phe-

lim's harangue (with the conclusion of which I shall

conclude,) furnished an example. There is nothing

profane or disrespectful in my quoting it, as it was

given in a social, not a ministerial capacity :

—

"
'Tisn't any fine, classical poetry we see ye about

writing ; sweet, neat lines, such as—there he is

—

Palemon and Daphnis used to make in Horace long

ago. No ; these times are gone by. We have nothing

now but nihgct. canorcc, as Ilomer says. Oh ! if Tytyrus

or Virgil were to rise out of their graves, and see such

verses coming after them, I wonder what would tliey

say to it ? Sorrow a bit, if they wouldn't be ashamed

they ever printed a line, or handled a pen and pa|)er,

Avenis ctrajwndis tu indode cum in triviis, tf'C, as Meli-

boeus says ; as mucii as to say, " You illiterate fellow,

you go for to sing on the boreens, when you should bo

closing: brojrues with wax."
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No.—
Poique lo

No quiero que me mejore
Quien cante, sino quien llore!

Calderon s El major monstruo los Zelos,

In all other imitations of human feelinc!: and manner
with which poetry furnishes us, (if we allow John Dry-
den's position—that all poetry is but imitation,) we
have only one plain and almost undeviatinu- ))ath by
which the imitator tends towards his object ; but the

avenues to that deep and siuirje one, the patiios of

Nature, are various and innumerable as the different

grades by which in the hearts of men it ascends to its

climax. All men have at least the eapabiliiy of this

ieelinp:, if of no other ; and therefore it is, that in the

early life of poetry, when it has ou/j/ nature to imitate,

it excels in the naked delineation of the true pathos of

the heart. Every poet of nature has pathos, and each

a pathos of his uwn. Read the death scene of Web-
ster's " Wliite Devil ;" read Burns' Epistle to his friend

Andrew ; read the " La vida es sueno" ot rhe wild and
irregular, but powerful writer from whom I have taken

my motto
;
read the two last acts of Lear, (not Tate's,

but Shakspeare's ;) and read the " But was't a misera-

ble day ?" of the weak and heroic, and mean and
noble Belvidera :—you will weep over all, but you will

compare none ; it is a different feeliug that agitates you
in each.
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This has been regarded as the prominent and distin-

puisliiiig merit, both of the ancient poetry and nnisic of

Ireland ; but it was not my intention now to speak of

these elder wortliies ; I merely sat down to tell you a
little circumstance of which I was myself a witness,

some months since, in a little village in the south-west

of Ireland,—a district wiiich has lately excited a melan-

choly interest. The custom of crying aloud at funerals

in that country is well known, and has certainly a very

powerful, though not a very pleasing effect on those

who have been accustomed to the silent and cold deco-

rum with which we follow the remains of our acquaint-

ances to their long home in this. But those who close

their ears at the first intrusion of this strange sinmlta-

neous wailing of many voices and few hearts, are very

widely mistaken if they imagine that it is the easy

acquisition of all, or that it is so unmusical in solo, as

it is in the aggregate. It is held just in the same
esteem among the peasantry, as a very perfect intimacy

with Mozart, Handel, or Rossini, is in circles more
polite. An Irish swain, in describing his mistress to

you, will place her affections in tliis ratio :
" Ah ! but

she is a very clever girl, with a white skin ; and (shak-

ing his head) she has a fine cry with her." 1 have

actually known of many conquests made by well-graced

maidens ; and what appears still more extraordinary,

conquests planned by them, in the train of a runerul,

and in the wailing of a friend's death 1 I have heard

the performers in those singular choruses taken to pieces

in a cottage coterie on the subsequent evening, with as

much malice, and as great an affectation of critical

acumen, and as little of human mercy, as is here exhib-«

ited in the dissection of the young performers in a Lent

Concert or Oratorio. " Why, Mary, you didn't cry to-

day, at all, at all." "Indeed, then, IJr.t it wasn't that

there was no room for worse than Mary," said a third.
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" "Well, to be sure, it isn't good to jiidgn ;
l)nt if over

e'er a girl did make a muthane of herself, Kitly Kilinar-

tiu was tliut girl this day. She made the whole ehiirch-

yard laugh. There she was, with her ydlow jock and

her \\h\te handliitcher, and hi'i' pay colour riblin, and she

crying for the bare life, and sorrow a note slie iiad, no

more nor the gorsoon that drov the truckle" " I wonder

wiiat would Thady say if he seen liei*." " Who is

Thady?" "A loy o[ the Galahoos, that was looking

after her ; but Kitty went in service to a hlue heart,

{Aiig/ice, Protestant,) and—there's a month there since

—she went to mass with one of the mistress's books,

with a fine red cover ; but what should Thady be doing

but sitting behind her, unknowust, and she having the

wrong side of ti)e book to-wards her. Thady seen how
'twas, and he never come nigh her after ; and, ('tisn't

good to judge,) but, Kitty Kilmartin ! setup for to cry

over the dead corpse !— Gondoutha .'"

You see, therefore, that sincerity is not even thought

of. But I have been fortunate enough to hear lliis

melancholy and wild piece of monotony in its perfection,

for I heard it when it iCA* sincere—wiien it sprung from

and gave expression to tiie real feeling of the heart.

Perhaps—indeed, I am sure—that I shall be looked on

as a heretic in the musical creed of the day, if I tind

the hmxliness to affirm, that the compass and modula-

tion and volume of a Catalina would not have produced

Buch an effect on me ; but I save myself yet, by

acknowledging that this was in a great measure the

result of the attending circumstances. At the east side

of the romantic little village of Adare is an old church,

which has been for some time a prohiljited spot to the

sexton's spade ; and a immber of mouldering and grass-

covered tombs are seen around its walls, in what was

once a church-yard, but it is now almost a field. I

remember, a few years since, walking from lamerick to
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to this Tillaa:e in an evening. It was a Christmas Eve.

Every cottage and cabin on the road-side presented a

picture of at least a temporary clieerfuliiess. The elder

folks were employed in festive preparations, snch as

they were, for the following day ; and the little urchins

gazing with wonder on the great mould candle which,

for one night only, throughout the year, usurped the

place of the little slender rush-light, or still feebler slip

of bog-deal,—a simple and frugal substitute, which con-

tents tliem well for their own convenience, but is not

deemed worthy to honour this season of universal joy-

ance. It was a fine winter night—calm, clear, and
cold. I had fully entered into the pleasant spirit which

breathed all around, when a sudden turn in the road

brought me almost close to the church I speak of.

I stopped to look at the ruin, and a peasant who
accompanied me, pointed out, under an elder tree, a

woman sitting on one of the tombs, her gown turned

over her head, which was bent forward on her knees.

I was surprised and affected by the singular contrast

which the scene presented. Her story may be said in

ten words : She was a widow, who depended for all

upon the exertions of an only son. He loved and hon-

oured her ; but he was misled—he was a Rockile. Tlie

policy in those cases recommends the execution of the

culprit who falls into the hands of justice, as near as

possible to his home ; so that this unfortunate youth

liad sufiVred almost opposite iiis mother's door. It was
from her I heard the cailach in its perfection. Every
Christmas Eve since his death, while other parents

laughed at their fire-sides, she had spent at her boy's

tomb, and sung it to his bones. It was a loud and
thrilling cry, followed by a modulated descent, and
ending in broken sobs and half-muttered sentences.

These last, my companion, in his own rude way, ren-

dered into English for me ; but the matter of each, I
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tlionglit stronjrly expressive of the utter solitmle of

soul, the nioiiiMit'iil Jiud desoUite feehiip:, which is occa-

sioned by the reflection that we stand alone in a crowd,

—things of the workl, yet having no tie of interest or

affection witii it. The circumstance altogether struck

me as being peculiarly characteristic of the ahiiost

romantic depth of feeling which stamps the mind of a

country, where the ties of relationship are drawn more
closely than, perhaps, in any other in the civilized

world ; wiiere, to use a phrase current among tliem-

selves, "a man's child is always his child;" for the

interests of a family are seldom divided. 1 speak now,

only of the peasantry.

The following are the ideas of the Lament ; but I

will not say that the poetical dress has improved them,

though 1 have endeavoured to retain their simplicity :

O, what shall be my Christmas joy
When the pleasant d.iy is come 1

To think upon my murdered Boy,
And weep upon his tomb !

—

^I'llhers of children !—should j'ou pliiiu 1

Oil ! you are sincken light by fate

—

A hi>me and love to you remain,
Bu. I am desolate !

—

Eleu! Eieul
And is he dead ! and is ho g»ne 1—
JVIy life! my child! my only oue

!

I saw my father's eyes grow dim,
And I clasped my mother's kuee

;

.. saw my moiher follow him.
And my husband wept with me !

My huj-baiid did not lon^ leiuain,

ii;it bis child was left me yet
;

Oh I my child—my heart's last love is slain.

And 1 am desolate!

—

i;ieu! Kleu!
And is he dead I and is he gone 1

My all in all !—my only one !
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Would not the traditional name of this Saint, Sinon,

have been much better suited to the lijrlit and gracefnl

versification of the Irish bard, than the chilling, classi-

cal one he has chosen—Senanas ? It does not, how-

ever, matter much ; for the little song lie has founded

on tills old legend, is one of the feeblest and least pop-

ular of all his melodies. Walking some time since, near

the village of Kildimo, in the county of Limerick, my
attention was directed, by a countryman who accom-

panied me, to an old dismantled castle between us and
the Shannon's side. In the south wall of the ancient

pile, I could perceive a round orifice, which he told me
was the handi-work of one of Cromwell's cannon balls.

The castle, he informed me, belonged in early times to

a chief of the Butler family, who had " come by his end
after a very quare manner." I chuckled at the prospect

of a traditional story, and begged him to proceed.

"Why, sir," lie continued, "he was a very savage

man ; when a serving man forgot his coinnuuids, or a

thing of the kind, he made no more ado, but ordered

him to be hung up on that old elder tree your honour

sees before the gate. It was in these same times that

St. Sinon took tt) the Island of Scattery, near Kilrush,

and made his protest that no woman should ever set
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foot on its ground. When old Butler heard tdl of this,

he sent off word to St. Sinon, that lie should expect

tribute from him. St. Sinon sent him back fur tin

answer, tliat what he had was God's gift, and ])e'd pay
no' man a tithe on it. To be sure old Eutler was very

mad at this ; and to be sure 'tis he that did raise the

great faction to exterminate him from tlie face of the

earth, liut Sinon took it easy, and said to tliem that

wanted him to tly, "'No," says he, " tisn't me— 'tis the

blessed Heaven that lie's threat'uing
; and wee'll see

what will come of it—and the sooner the better," says

he. And to be sure, true enough the Saint's words
come. Butler stood on the Shannon's side, with his men
around him, and his ships upon the water. Wlieu they

had embarked, he was about to step into the skiff,

when his foot slipped ; he shot like an arrow under the

boat, and was never heard of after !''

Tiie tale of the peasant excited in me a wonderful

desire to visit this far-famed little islet. On returning

to the cottage where I made my sojourn, at Ringmoy-
lan, (the estate of Lord Charleville,) 1 proposed the

excursion to Miss O'Sliauglinessy of Tallas Keiiry, a

blooming personilicatiou of the belle ideale of Irish grace

and beauty, and to her sister's husband's cousin, J\lr.

Tliady O'Histiu, of Killimicat, a young gentlenian who
had been once to London, and since his return, affected

to despise every thing Hibernian : he cast away his vul-

gar family name, or rather qualified it, by writing Mr.
Tiiaddeus Hastings on his cards, to tlie great vexatiou

of his guardian and uncle, an old Histin, who was
proud of the name. Tne blue eyes of Miss O'S. spark-

led with rapture when 1 asked lier to accompany us,

and Mr. Tluuldeus wondered what was to be seen tliere.

" Why," said Miss O'Sliaughnessy, " sure you have

heard of the ruins, Tiiady ? the eleven churches, and
the round lower if" ^Ir. T. began to talk of W'esimin-
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stor Abbpy nnd Stonehenge ; and h's cousin's wife's

cister repeated the word's of Moore's melody, dwelling
Willi peculiar emj)hasis on the last lines :

—

But legends hint, that had the maid
'Till morning's light delayed.

And given the saint one rosy smile,

She ue'er had left his lonely isle !

The trip was at length agreed on. We were supplied

with all the local information necessary by the Physician

of the neighbouring dispensai-y, a very clever young fel-

low, (who, I hope, if he sees this, will remeinl)er his old

companion,) and the ne.xt morning we set otf for Lim-
erick, in tiie jingle. On arriving at Swinljourne's

Hotel, we found that the Lady of the Shannon, steam
packet, was to sail for Kilrush on the following day.

Behold us, then, on the deck—a beautiful and
breathless jnorning—admiring the splendid scenery of

the Shannon side. Mi^s O'Shaughiiessy, as she called

herself ; or Miss Sliannissy, as her sister's iuisl)and's

cousin called her ; or Miss O'Shochnassy, according lo

the delicate eiophumne of the steward of tlie vessel

—

peering through the captain's telescope at the receding

summit of Keeper's Hill, and the turrets of St. Mary's

steeple ; her brother lying on a bench in affected ennui

;

and Master Oscar * * taking his notes at the liinnacle

with a most furious eagerness. We ari'ived at Kilrush,

hired a cot, and proceeded to the isle of St. Sinon. It

contains eleven churches and a round tower, wiiicli, coa-

sidering that it is not half-a-mile round, is no trifling

allowance. In some of these ai"e many curious pieces

of sculi)tMre, and the obelisk itself is one of the most

perfect I have seen. It may be discerned on the hori-

zon long liefure the island is visible. There is a flag in

one of the chui'ches, which, say the dwellers of the

slioi'e, has beeu ofieu sought as a curiosity by antiquari-
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ans ; but, though four men may with ease lift and carry

it to the water's edge, no human power can move it into

a boat for the purpose of removal ! The island is at

present uninhabited.

During a drjcune, which we took on the grass, ]\Iiss

O'fchaughnessy lamented that we should have no geniii.s

to panegyrize such a fine stream as the Shannon, and

such uoble scenery as we had that day witnessed. Sir,

"this was touching me in the tender side ; I have been

always dabbling in " the crambo jingle," as Burns calls

it, and 1 remembered the words ot that poet :

—

The lllisus, Tiber, Thnmes, and Seine,
(ilido .sweet in mony a tuneful line

—

But, Willie, set your fist to mine,
An' coek your crest ;

We'll gar our streauis and birnies sbino

Up wi' the best

!

I plucked up a sudden conrage, and I resolved to

surprise ^liss O'S. and her sister's hnsband's consiu.

She declared that the lines were "very, very handsome,

indeed ;" but I h:id the mortification to over-hear Mr.

T..addeus whispering to her, " that he would lee. any

uceier she p/cesed,'' that if I sent them to the .Literary

Gt.zelle, they would be rejected 1 However, this did

not much move me, for I always held his judgment iu

ctuleuipt. To prove this, I shall subjoin them :

A RIVER SONG.

Merrily whistles the wind of tho shore
Tliioiigh the lithe willow,

But wearily drops the boatman's oar,

On I lie ealm billow:—
'Tis silent there— ultliough it sing

So freshly on the land
;

The feather shook from the wild duck's wing
Scarce finds the strand !

—
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Then do not fear—up, maiden, and hear
The gushing billow-

In the deep* silent of the night
Lie on V'lur pillow

;

But wake with the waking of the d:iy-light

—

As fresh and as fair, and as blushing and bright.

Is it not pleasanter thus to steal

O'er the water—than on a dull bed
To toss in the wasting sun, and to feel

The heavy air over your head

—

For this keen, elastic windl Look back!
Ha ! how fleetly

St. Mary's turrets fade from our track

—

And how sweetly
The chime of its bells comes o'er the ear,

With the rush of the Shannon's waters here !—

Oh ! it is pleasant to mark the lark.

When the dark brow of night is clearing,

Give greeting to the dawn—and—hark !

Waked by the dashing of our bark.
Through the green waves careering;

The plover and the shrill curlew
Round us screaming-

Startle thy silent shore, Tiervoe !

Where the beaming
Of the unshrouded, morning sun,

Finds pleasant scenes to smile upon !

—

'Tis noon ! the Racet is past !
—

'Tis even

—

Ha! see St. Sinon's Isle

—

With its high round tower, and churches eleven.
Bathed in the evening's smile

—

And deeper—and fainter—and fainter still

That smile is growing

—

And now the last flush is on the hill,

Wasting and glowing

—

And now in the west there's a bickering bright,

'Tis the triumph of darkness! the death of light !—

"Dead night—dun night—the silent of the night."
Shakspeare.

t The Race, : A part of the Shannon, near Tarbert and Clonderlav^ Bay-
Wheie it dilates itself so as to resemble a large lake.
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Now steal we under the drowsy shore

—

Our toil is done ! our sailing o'er !

—

How lovely thou lookest, young maiden, now
Thy cheek is flushed - and on thy brow.

White—soft—and sleek

—

One purple vein is faintly seen
Like a thin streak

Of the blue sky shown through a silver cloud,
When the dim sun lies iu his morning shruud !
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'Those evening bells—those evening bells!"

Moore's National Melodies.

There is a delight which those only can appreciate who
have felt it, in recalling to one's mind, when cast by

forlune upon a strange soil and among strangers, the

sights and sounds which were familiar to one's infant

days. It is pleasant too, though perhaps, like the

praise of one's own friend, rather obtrusive, to snatch

those memories from their rest and give tiiem to other

ears,—to tinge them with an interest, and bid them

live again. When we perceive, likewise, that places and

circumstances of real beauty and curiosity remain neg-

lected and unknown for want of "some tongue to give

their wortiiiuess a voice," their is a gratification to our

human pride iu the effort to procure tliem, even for

a space :

A forted residence 'gainst the tooth of time

And razure of oblivion.

I shall not iu this letter, as in ray last, give any thing

characteristic—any thing Irish. I will be dull, rather

than descend from the elevation I intend to keep ;
but,

ill compensation, I will tell you a fine old Story, and if

you have but the slightest mingling of poetical feeliug

in your composition, (and who is there now-a-days that

will uot pretend to some?)—I promise myself that you

shall nut be disa[)pointcd.
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The city of Limerick, tlionjj;]! surrounded by some
very tolerable demesnes, is sadly deficient in one res-

pect, not an unimportant one in any large town. There is

no })ublic wallv of any consequence immediately adjoin-

ing it. The canal which leads to Dublin is bleak, from

its want of trees ; and unhealthy, from the low marshy
champagne which lies on either side its banks. This

liowever, for want of something better, was for a con-

sideral)le time the fashionable promenade, until the

formation of the Military Walk on the western side
;

to which the beauties of Limerick— (a commodity quite

as celebrated, and some malicious wags say, almost as

marketable, in an honourable way, as Limerick gloves)

—have given, among themsehes, the witty appellation of

the path to promotion.

But at the head of this canal, where it divides itself

into two branches, which, gradually widening and
throwing oft" their artificial ap|)earance, form a glittering

circlet around a small island which is covered with water

slirubs—on this spot, 1 have delightedly reposed in

many a sweet sunset—when I loved to seek a glimpse

of inspiration in such scenes—to imitate Moore's poe-

try—and throw rhymes together, about the rills and
hills, and streams and beams, and even and heaven, and
fancy I was a genius I

—"
'Tis gone—'tis gone—'tis

gone 1" as old Capulet says.

But let us recall it for a moment. Have the complai-

sance to indulge me in a day-dream, and fancy, if you
can, that you sit beside me on the bank. We are be-

yond the hearing of the turmoil and bustle of the town—" the city's voice itself is soft—like solitude's"—and
there is a hush around us that is delightful—the beau-

tiful repose of evening. The sun, that but a few

minutes since rushed down the west with the speed of a

wandering star, pauses ere he shall set upon the very

verge of the horizon, and smiles upon its own hautli-
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work—the creation of his fostering fervonr. Hark !

one sound alone reaches ns liere ; and how grand and

solemn and harmonious in lis monotony ! Tiiese are tiie

great bells of St. Mary's. Their deep toned vibrations

undulate so as to produce a sensible effect on the air

around us. The peculiar fineness of the sound has been

often remarked ; but there is an old story connected

with their history, which, whenever I hear them ring

out over the silent city, gives a something more than

harmony to the peal. I shall merely say, that what I

am about to relate is told as a real occurrence, and I

consider it so touchingly poetical in itself,—that I shall

not dare to apply a fictitious name and fictitious cir-

cumstances where I have been unable to procure the

actual ones.

They were originally brought from Italy ; thej had

been manufactured by a young native (whose name the

tradition has not preserved,) and finished after the toil

of many years, and he prided himself upon his work.

They were subsequently j^'ircliased by tiie prior of a

neighbouring convent ; and with the profits of this sale,

the young Italian procured a little villa, where he had

the pleasure of heariiig the tolling of his bells from the

convent cliff, and of growing old in the bosom of domes-

tic happiness. This, however, was not to continue. In

some of those broils, wliether civil or foreign, which are

the undying worm in the peace of a fallen laud, the

good Italian was a sufferer amongst many. He lost his

all ; and, after the passing of the storm, found himself

preserved alone amid the wreck of fortune, friends,

family, and home. The convent in which the bells, the

chefs-d'ojuvre of his skill, were hung, was razed to the

earth, and these last carried away into another land.

The unfortunate owner, haunted by his memories, and

deserted by his hopes, became a wanderer over Europe,

His hair grew grey, and his heart withered, before he
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njrain found a home or a friend. In this desolation of

spirit, he formed the resohition of seeking the place to

Avhich those treasures of iiis memory had been finally

borne. He sailed for Ireland—proceeded up the Shan-

non ;—the vessel anchored in the Pool, near Limerick,

and he hired a small boat for the purpose of landing.

The city was now before him; and he beheld St. Mary's

steeple, lifting its turretted head above the smoke and

mist of the Old Town. He sat in the stern, and looked

fondly toward it. It was an evening so calm and

beautiful, as to remind him of his own native heaven in

the sweetest time of the year—the death of the spring.

The broad stream appeared like one smooth mirror,

and the little vessel glided through it with almost a

noiseless expedition. On a sudden, amid the general

stillness, the bells tolled from the Cathedral—the rowers

rested on their oars, and the vessel went forward with

the impulse it had received. The old Italian looked

toward the city, crossed his arms on his breast, and lay

back in his seat ; home, happiness, early recollections,

friends, family—all were in tiie sound, and went with it

to his heart. When the rowers looked round, they beheld

him with his face still turned toward the Cathedral,

but his eyes were closed, and when they lauded—they

found him cold I

Such are the associations which the ringing of St.

Mary's bells bring to my recollection. I do not know
liow I can better conclude this letter than with the little

Melody, of which I have given tlie line above. It is a

good specimen of the peculiar tingling melody of the

author's poetry—a quality in which he never itas been

equalled in his own language, nor exceeded in any other
;

although, like a great many more of his productions, it

has very little merit besides—Why !— you can almost

fancy you can hear them ringing !

—
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Those evening bells—those evening bells-

How uiany a tale their music tells

Of youth and home—and that sweet time

When last 1 heard their soothing chime!

Those pleasant hours have passed away,

And many a heart that then was gay

—

Within the tomb now darkly dwells.

And hears no more those evening bells.

And so 't will be when I am gone.

That tuneful peal will still ring on

—

When other bards shall walk those dells.

And sing your praise—sweet evening belli.



LOCAL SUPERSTITIONS.

Oh monstrous—oh strange—we art, Lauiited !

Praj, masters, fly—masters, help !

Midsummer JViglU's Dream.

There is sometliino; good humoured in Irish super-

stition—something qiii donne de la joie dans la ])eur. We
have no witches—none of those ugly, ill-l'avoured, cartii-

]y reahties, wiiicli brutalize and stiipity the minds of a

portion of our own boors ; but there is scarce a hill, a

lough, a dingle, a fo>-t, or an old ruin, which does not

call up within the peasant's mind some wild and poeti-

cally fearful association.

Let me see :—Here I have them—all that I was ena-

bled to collect from the country people, who are quite

as communicative as they are inquisitive—I have them

in petto before me in a stoutly bound note book, which

was the constant comj)anion of my pedestrian excur-

sions. A. B. C.—F. K. L.—Limerick—aye, this it the

page. Here 1 begin my faery tour—Limerick,—yes :

I have got a great many good things under this head.

Heavens ! what a gorgeous display they make as I let

the pages slip one after another from beneath my
fingers : Traditions—Snperstiiions—Anecdotes—Points

of Scenery—Character—llockites—Hush 1 What have

I said ?—All in good time : These gentlemen must take

their turn in time, but at present 1 have quite another
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matter in head. I will run tlirongh these little raemo'

randa in the order in which I find them set down.

Knrick Fierna.

The liills of the fairies. This is the loftiest mountain

in the county above named, and lifts its doulile peak on

the Soutliern side, pretty accurately, I believe, dividing

it from Cork. Numberless are the tales related of this

hill by the carmen who have been benighted near it on

their return from the latter city, which is the favourite

market for the produce of- their dairies. That there is

a Siohrng or fairy castle in the Mount, no one in his

senses presumes to entertain a doubt.' On the summit

of the highest peak is an unfathomable well, which is

held in very great veneration by the peasantry. It is l^y

some supposed to be the entrance to the court of their

tiny mightinesses. A curious fellow at one time had

the hardihood to cast a stone down the orifice ; and

then casting himself on his face and hands, and leaning

over the brink, waited to ascertain the falsity of this

supposition by the reverberation, which he doubted not

would soon be occasioned by the missile reaching tho

bottom. But he met with a fate scarce less tragical

than that of poor Pug, who set fire to the match of a

cannon, and then must needs run to the mouth to see

the shot go off. Our speculator had his messenger

returned to him with a force that bruke the bridge of

his nose, locked up both his eyes, and sent him down
the hill at the rate of four furlongs per second, at the

foot of which he was found senseless next morning.

King Finvar's* Cattle.

Between this mountain and the river Shannon, there

is a small lake, concerning which a very extraordinary

* A famous fiiiry monarch.
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report was rircnlatefl a few years hack. Some people
indeed may imaji^ine it a little too improbal)le to lend a
very ready credence to it, but I can assure tliem that

its veracity was not even questioned at the time it took
place. Tiie lake or lough to which I allude is a very

pretty one, although it is disfigured on one side by a

piece of ugly bog. On the East, it is overlooked by a

hill which makes a very sudden descent on its bank
;

but the slope is delightfully covered with mountain ash,

birch, and hazel trees, so as to form a very pleasant con-

trast to the dreary flat opposite. At the northern end of

the water, among patches of rude crag, and occasional

spots of green, a few thatched hovels or cabins are huddUd
together, so as to form a something indescribably mis-

erable in appearance, which is dignilied with the ap-

pellation of a village : it is nailed Killmicat. Not very

far from this, and on the borders of the lake—But what
are these stories worth if taken out of the mouth of the

original narrator? I shall give this to you as I had it

myself :—You see that little meadow there over-right

us, Sir,—that was the little spot that Morty Shannon
took from the master. JNIorty was a snug sculog then,

and very well to do there, as I hear ; but a stronger

man than he was could not stand any tiling of a loss in

such times as they were. Morty wondered what was it

that used to spoil the growth of his little meadow.
There was no sign of trespass from the neighbours, for

the bounds were good, and their cattle were all spancel-

led. But so it was : soi'row a bit of grass did he ever

cut on the field for two years. At last, knowing it to

be a good bit of ground, he resolved to sit up of a night

to see what was it used to be there : and so he did,

liimself and his two sous. About twelve o'clock, a3

they were standing, as it might be this way, what
should they see rising out of the lake only a fine big

cow and seven heifers, and they making towards his
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little field. ' Tha guthiw /' says Morty to himself, ' ig

this the way of it V So he beckoned to his sons to come
beluve them and the lake, and turn them into the pound.

The old cow seen what they were about, and, without

ever speaking a word, made a dart right between the two
sons and into the water with her. But the heifers they

drove home, and inclosed them in a paddock, where
they staid for a year ; until one evening the gorsoon for-

got to lock the gate, when they all made off into the

lake, and were never heard of more."

It is said there is a magnificent pala«e under this

water, one of whose turrets is visible above the surface

in a dry summer. This report is quite as well attested

as the other.

Old Baths.

These very ancient places are a favourite haunt of

the elves ; and woe to tlie hardy mnn who dares to ap-

ply the axe or the spade to tree, slirub, or soil, in these

hallowed spots. They are very numerously scattered

over the face of the country, and form great eye-sores

to the improving class of landiiolders, who have acquir-

ed wit enough to contemn the superstition, but lack

courage to adventure first in the cause of comniou
sense. I knew one stout man who lost an eye in the

attempt to root out an old thorn on one of these places
;

another who had a fine meadow lurnedup and destroyed,

for his pains ; and a third, who dcclai'ed that tiie very

night after he had superintended an exploit of a similar

kind, he saw three sileogs, in the shape of strapping

bumjigks, take each a cleave of turf trom the reek in

front of his house. The reality of this latter appear-

ance I was not at all inclined to question.



THE HOAX.

NoTwiTHSTAXDiKG the title under which I liave mar-

shalled this series of lucubrations, and which professes

to confine the sense of the little events described to
" sweet Monomia" itself, I should be very sorry to pay
so much deference to consistency, as to restrain myself

from the pleasure of taking in a flying good tiling wiiich

I have caught at in sports to which my attentiou was
less particularly directed. I shall therefore in this and
my next letters, give you some of my first gleanings on

my arrival in the country, and which in point of fact

were then set down.

Let your philosophical contributors fix the cause, I

content myself with asserting this fact, that in every

considerable town except Dublin, where I have yet

sojourned, practical hoax seems to be the esteemed
relaxation of gentlemen at large of the middle rank,

and men of business and profession, whose facile methods
of despatch, or whose waste time, allows them the

primary means for its indulgence. Passing by count-

less instances of this scientific waggery, which, if you
had been as long as I have been in Ireland, would
amuse you, allow meto submit one grand (our illustra-

tive of the almost desperate extent to which it can
reach. I am about to mention important facts and
dates, and am aware of the authenticity upon \ihich I
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ought to base my narrative ; but if my own eyes and
ears may serve, they are your warrant in attaching ira-

jilicit credence to the sequel. In one word, I shall not

state a circumstance which I do not know of my own
knowledge.

Thus, then, you will easily call to mind, that at the

death of the ever-to-be-lamented Princess, now some
years ago, the day of interment was previously under-

stood throughout the United Kingdom, and every town
and village proposed to mourn the melancholy event

on a Wednesday, I believe, with closed shops, suspen-

sion of business, prayers and homilies. I need not

remind you that I was then in Ireland, partly on your
own mission, and residing in a certain city of Ireland.

The appointed morn rose on that certain city, as on all

the others, and the people duteously attended, or rather

began to attend, to the orders judicially issued for its sad

observance. No shopkeeper unmasked the broad and
shining face of his shop window ; no petty maiketing or

cries usliered in the day
; death-bells were knelling ; the

loyal and pious, including the garrison, proposed to go
to divine service ; and all the preachers in the town hud
been up two hours before their usual rising time, to

re-con and polisli the long-balanced funeral oration.

These were the symptoms down to half-past seven

o'clock ; but lo ! at or about that hour, forth rushes

the town crier, without a hat, his face pale, his looks

wild, his gesticulation vehement, and his voice choked
with precipitancy ; and he rings me his bell at every

corner, and endeavours to pronounce the following :—

•

" By special orders of Mr. Mayor, the funeral is not

to take place till Friday morning. God save the king 1"

The shops were opened, tlie bells ceased to toll, and
business and bustle proceeded as usual. I went to the

public reading-room to satisfy myself on this extraordi«

uary occurrence. The Dublin mail had not arrived ;
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but tlie Mayor liad received the news by despatch from

tlie Castle tlie night before, and all \v:is right. It was
eigiit— half-past eight o'clock, and we heard, at last,

the " twanging horn'' of the mail-coach as it drew np

at its allotted resting-place. Many a wistful eye now
peered out of the windows adown the street to recon-

ni litre the boy, who had been for an hour before placed

with his shoulder to the little black wooden pane in the

shop window of " the post-office." He came at last,

pale and breathless, and with an ominous pendency in

his jaw—for oh ! lie had held \yhispering converse with

that important inland personage, the guard of the mail,

and his ear still rung with fearful sounds. We tore

open the papers—the Dublin papers of the preceding

evening, despatched at eight o'clock, si.\ hours soonei

than a Mercury could have left town to be in at

one o'clock in the morning, which was the case stated.

"VVe tore them open, I say ; our eyes glanced like elec-

tricity to the readivgs of the different journals, then to

the tail of the column, where "second edition," in good
capitals, ought to have been. We did this and more.

We—who ? The magistrates of the city among the rest,

with the Mayor at their head !—the wise caterers for

public order and decorum 1—the men of couuid and
couiidl !—the "Daniels—I say the Daniels!" Muse
of Hogarth or of Kabelais I coquet with me only fur

one felicitous instant, while I try to paint the vacuity

of horror, yet redolence of the ridiculous, which bespoke
the first full suspicion of a hoax, that v.as—no doubt

—

villainously—good, but also of a blunder that was exe-

crably palpable I But I dare only leave this si-ene to

the imagination. Let it suffice that the Mayor ap-

pealed to his despatch from the Secretary—produced it

—and, to mend the matter, " lo, 'twas read !" What
could be done ? The town itself might be managed
after a maimer—the crier might make another sortie to
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cause the sliops to be shut, and tlie customers turned

out—the bells might easily be set again in mution ; but

the country districts, the villages six, eight, ten, fifteen

miles off I At seven o'clock in the morning the two
troops of horse in garrison had been despatched to

these several places with orders to suspend the homilies

till Friday : there was not a trooper left to pursue them
with countermanding orders !—and again, I inquire,

what could be done ? Nothing but what was done. That
day, while all the rest of the British empire mourned,

the city of and her dependencies waxed merry and
busy ; and when the cloud had passed from the world

beside, they had at last their time of exclusive sorrow.

Any comment upon the moral jiropriety of this hoax

might be out of season,—certainly would be superflu-

ous. If contemplated to the excess it ran, tiiere can be

uo second opinion as to the delinquency ; and in any

view it was most indecorous, and no doubt you and your

readers will call it shocking. But I am strongly led to

question the first case ; and with the second can have

little to do. I only state, as in duty bound, facts, that

even in their excesses present to you, I think, a trait

of national character, whose demerits at least contain

some, and a peculiar mental activity—in idleness.

And since we have stumbled on national portrai-

ture, suffer me to present you with another feature

which may interest. I have met more than one

profound Munchausen in Ireland ; that is, a regular

story-teller, who glories in his talent, who has built up

to himself much fame and admiration from its repeated

exercise, and whose eflort is to preserve his character

by a succession of ridiculous fictions. The king of this

race of queer mortals is now dead ; he abode in the

very metropolis ; was the idol of merry meetings iu

taverns, and at respectable private houses too : and,

by all I can learn, never had compeer. His name was
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Sweotmnn—" Jitck Sw^etnian." Oh ! how the bare

mention of his nnnie will set poor Sceteh's eyes twink-

ling, and sHglitly curve the rigiit line of even Mr. O'Re-
gan's month !—As master Slender would observe,

however, " He is dead—Jack Sweetman is dead ;" and
those of his unconscious emulators wiiom I have seen

^vere not your city wags : Pure rustic geniuses they
;

teeming with their own original conceptions, and fling-

ing tliem out and about in their own quaint idiom and
slipi)cry tongue. Tiie picture of the cleverest of them
I have encountered, is before me : A comfortable coun-

try gentleman, about fifty years of age, tall, a little fat,

a round red shining face, not at all strongly marked, and
no index to his talent, if you should except the sparkle

of two snudl blue eyes, rebelling against the affectation

of gravity imposed on his well clo.-ed lips. At liis own
table, or at any otiier table, he was ami is the father

of tempestuous laughter. He knows what is expected

from him—and that is every thing—and without appar-

ent effort he yields full and eternal satisfacticjii. I have

heard iiim always with amazement, and, I must own,

often with real excitation of spirits. AVe have no idea

of such a man in England. He has told in my presence

upon four or five occasions that 1 have sat with him,

half a hundred stories at least, no one resembling the

other, and, I have been informed by those who knew
him long, unlike any that he had ever told before. In
fact, during some thirty years of professional practice,

it would appear he scarcely ever iinds it necessary to

repeat himself. Tliis you will say is imaginative fecun-

dity with a vengeance. Jf you proceed to interrogate

me on the merit or style of these extemporaneous

effusions, I fear 1 can answer nothing satisfactory.

As to matter, they are the most monstrous and
matchless combinations of narrative, out-^lunchausening

]Slunchausen—always new, always jangling against
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each other ; and, all I can add is fit to be laughed

at for their very unfitness to any thing else. But
you should hear this man tell them. Tliere is the

whole charm. You shall listen to him as he sits at his

ease with his whiskey-pnnch before him, and his friends

around him, and his face in its unclouded meridian,

without a muscle wincing, as the fluent words quietly

pour out for ever, and choke every one else with convul-

sions of mirth. Let your fancy so far assist me as to get

hira thus present, and I proceed, as the best mode of il-

lustration, to relate one—though by no means one of the

best of his stories. I select it for its brevity. It would

begin thus :
" Arrah, come now— (turning to a grave

guest)—this will never do, father Corkoran—maister,

sir, maister—or maybe you'd be for an oyster ? We'll

get them there ; an' I pray God there mayn't be such

a story to tell o' them as the night last week that the

ganger was here. I was in town that day, an' bought

just as fine a hundred as ever was seen ;
Dick put them

down on the dairy floor to keep them cool ;
and here

we sat as we are now, God bless us all, after dinner,

when we heard such a screeching an' hubbub as rang

thro' the house, an' brought us out to see what was

the matter. Into the dairy we went—an' I'll tell you

how it happened. The rats came in, you see, in the

dark, an' were for being curious about the oysters ;
an'

one of the oysters that was as curious an' just as cute

as any of the rats, opened himself a little to take a

peep about the dairy ; an' when a rat put in his fore

foot to have a crook at the oyster, faith it held him as

fast as it could ; which not being to the rat's mind,

nathing could come up to the passion he gat into, an'

the noise he made. We staid some time looking on,

an' then went out for a dog to worry the rat ;
an' as

we had to go thro' the yard to the dog, we were for

stepping down stairs quietly, when—what would you
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think ? By the life of O'Pharoh, Sir, we were forced

to stand aside, and give way to a hundred rats at least,

that were come from borrowing a crow-bar from the

forge, an' they had it between them, walking up stairs

in a body to break open the oyster an' deliver tlieir

namesake from his hands." I shall add no comment
upon this fanciful narrative, further than to say, tliat it

strikes me to be quite as good as the three hundred

rats of which Mr. Hogg has made memorable use in

his last Novel.
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The morning' after my arrival in Dublin, I called on
my friend Pat Seeteh. He was not at home ; bnt I

understood he might be found at the Dublin Society

House, Kildare Street. There indeed I did find him,

surrounded by good casts of the Elgin Marbles, and
alternately recurring from their god, the Theseus, to a

good cast, also, of the Farnese Hercules ; and this, as

I afterwards understood, for the purpose of assisting

the birtii of some strange creation with which his brain

was then its full time gone. He sprang to shake my
hand, overturning a drawing-desk, chalks, and port-

crayons, that now only stood in his way. I requested

his aid to develope tiie then immediate place, as the

puzzlers call il, of his friend Mr. O'Regan ; and, after

appearing to think a second, he touched his forehead

and hurried me off. We came, as he informed me, to

tiie Dublin Library, in D'Oliers Street, pushed into

the news-room, and, as if by instiuct, Seeteh picked out

from a group of loungers about tiie fire-place, a grave

seeming man ; who, with his back turned to the grate,

his hands behind his back, and a deliberate see-saw

motion of body, appeared, with great composure in his

own face, to be playing at will the risible muscles

of those around him. We were introduced: O'llcgnn

bowed like a Mandarin, and we issued out: together Lo
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look at tlte town. One month exactly I remained in

Dublin under the pupilage of my worthy friends
; one

month we strayed through the county ^Vicklow
; and

then commenced our true internal campaign. From
the metropolis again, a canal-boat pleasantly beguiled

us of an uninteresting tract of country, depositing us at

Athy, a smart town in the County Kildare, which is

occasionally honoured by a sitting Judge of Assize.

Hence we took a south-west course towards the heart

of the County Kilkeimy, on the backs of three sprawl-

ing horses, our seats being similar to those we might

enjoy iu an inverted rain-bow. They contrived how-

ever to transport us to Canticomir, a considerable vil-

lage, overlooked and governed by the stately mansion

of the Countess Dowager of Ormond ; and there we
divorced ourselves from them and our guide, and joining

hands at the serious proposition of O'Regan, vowed,

like classic pilgrims, to walk the whole extent of our

picturesque tour. So, behold us, with portfolio and
knapsacks hanging at our backs, and note-books and
shileliiglis iu hand, attracting an universal stare of

astonishment at every mile of our way. O'Regan car-

ried, though we did not guess it 'till evening, three bot-

tles of Potteeu Whiskey, more compactly adjusted than

Gilpin's " bottle at each side ;" and I know not why
I should have omitted to inform you that a servant of

his, as great an original as his master, brought up our

rear with a hand-basket of choice and tangible things,

under which he limped along, a sjjort pipe in his mouth,

and an alternate curse at our bye-roads or hedges

and ditches, or a growling good thing shot off in proper

V(>lumes of smoke, as oltening issuing through hi3

clenched teeth. I must say a word of this Man-Friday
of ours, Peery, as his master calls him, which appella*

tion is, 1 take it, a local corruption of Pierce. Peery,

then, is a niidiUe-sized fellow, between tifty and sixty,



416 THE KILKENNY RANGERS.

inclining to tlie latter perliaps, straiglit as a ram-rod.

with a pair of squeamisii good legs, of which he is not

a little proud, a measured pace when he has the city

flags or even a smooth road under him, and a round,

lumpish, featureless face, which good humour and
peevishness, endurance and impatience, sway by turns.

He has been an old volunteer ; a corporal of artillery to

the "Kilkenny Rangers," and this accounts for his siifl

peculiarities of person and manner. Other marks of

the old soldier are about him, for I can understand that

these volunteer gentlemen may really be called soldiers.

He wears a tight knee small-clothes, and short black

spatter-dashes, that come a little above the ancle, but

toning close to do common justice to the small of the

leg. Then he has turned the old oil-silk covering of

his helmet into a bag for his hat, and from this union

results an uncouth bundle of head-gear, which he has

borne about on rainy days in the city, and on country

excursions in all weathers, for nearly the last forty

years. It looks not unlike a bronze vase turned upside

down, and just rescued from the ashes of Herculaneum.
One of Peery's privileges is to announce the hour of

the day ; and when he is roused towards this office by
his master's command, the ensuing operation is rather

amusing. He stops short with a " Ha !" then slowly

"pulls a dial from his poke," desiring it, by the quaint

name of " tell truth," to come forth and declare. First

appears a leathern purse suspended by a steel chain,

and carefully tied with a running string : after due pre-

caution he takes this ojBf, and tiien you see a large round
machine of I know not what metal, as it is mounted
with some kind of green compost ; and at last, looking

at it as it reposes on the palm of his hand, with com-
pressed lips and brows and " lack-lustre eye," Peery

" SaySj very wisely, it is ten o'clock."
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After wliicl) the bag is ago in tied on, and the whole appa-

ratus cautiously returned to its dwelling place. lie l)as

tlius carried this ante-diluvian watch since his si.xteenth

year, at which time it was bequeathed to him, bag and

all, by a grand uncle in the lujrth, and Peery walked to

the north to claim it. O'Regan never laughs at his

invaluable man, and I can divine that he would not sell

him for worlds. Jiefore dinner Peery is dry and hard

as a sea-biscuit, and you only git bits of him now ami

then, wiiicli chip oti" lilce particles of that same biscuit:

but, still to keep up the comparison, soak him well in

whiskey-puncli, and he softens and expands, and be-

comes palatable.

Since I have so far wandered away with this strange

fellow by the hand, I may continue my ramble in liis

coin[)any, particularly as you will tind liim versed in

some matters I could not get so- well from any other

source. One of our first skirmishing walks al)out

Dublin was to the Phceni.x Park. My friends pointed

out the site of a memorable review of nearly tlie whole

body of Irish volunteers ; and Peery, after listening

gravely to our observations, came in with his own ex-

planation and anecdotes at last. What he had to

say involved the cliaracter and prowess of his native

corps ; and we were treated with a [)refatory account

of them, which, linked to tlie after scenes in wliich he

put them into particular action, forms, I may say, an

interesting picture of tliat remarkable time, and of the

national s|)irit that stamped it. Let me try if I can

collect Peery's own words.
" 1 ought to know the ground well. The day the

Kilkenny Rangers took the right o' the Held, an' I

was corporal an' bombadier jof the Artillery, an' auld

Bob llohnes was our captain. The Coik Blues thought

to have id, an' wlieeletl past ns But they knew little

about id, or tht.' bovs tliev had to deal wiih eiiiier.
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There was prond blood an' desperate liearts in flie Rnn-
gers. They were well known at home in their own
town an' county. Before thoy riz (rose) up, there

used to be such things as tiieevin' an' .stalin' in the

country parts, but I'll be bound little was hard (heard)

in id a month or so afther. The best ir id all was,

that whin we had no thieves to hunt, we went out

fur the sport o' the business ; fur the Rangers liked

sport ; an' give 'em a crisp frosty road, an' plenty in

'em, good fellows together, witii their muskets on their

shoulders an' free quarters afore 'em—the Lord knows
where, only somewhere at last, you may be sure,—an'

the devil a better divartion they'd ax. To tell God's

truth, they might as well lave the robbers alone ; fur,

from the Lord's cellar down to the ould woman's hen-

roust, sorrow a much, was spared afther all the good
they done. An' so these were the lads, with ould

Lord Oimond an' all the Butlers at llieir head, an'

their ranks made up in estated gintlemen, an' the young
an' the stout in the whole neighbourhood,—an' to spake

honestly between ourselves, some o' the most finished

scape-graces you'd maybe wish to see ; these were the

lads that the Cork Blues thought to put a wan side that

day. Bad look to the finer set o' fellows ever marched
into a field. Every man had the gettiu' in his own
clothiii', an' all did their best ; an' every cap, coat, an'

feather, that mornin' was bran new. Besides, as it was
dry summer weather, and we had only to turn out in

Dublin into this Park, every man wore his white cas.>i-

niir small-clothes, white silk-stackins, an' dancin' pumps.
Into that gate we came, our drums beatin' an' our co-

lours flyiu', an', as J said afore, or somethin' like id, our

Cornal an' Officers the hansomest men you'd pick out

in liiree conn lies. AVe were in first, an', as we said

we'd do id, we took up the right hand place in the field,

an' then, a.s I toiild you, the Blues came in, and were
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marchin' a-head on us. " Halt there !'' cries our Cornal

as they passed, an' be rode out with liis Officers, and

comin' up to the Cornal o' the Blues, the Bhies halted,

an' tlie Officers discoursed toprether. AVhile tlr^y were

talkiii', we were doin'. On went our bayonets, an' every

man pat in a ball cartridire, out in his private ])ou(!i

that we always carried about us. Myself was at the

head o' the line with ray two lonj? pounders, an', with-

out sayin' much, I took out my flint an' steel, an' let a

spark fall on tiie match-rope. My Officer came to nie,

an' ' Never better done, Peery (says he,) where's the

key of the ammunition-box'/" 'I think I have id', says

I, showin' a thing' like id at the same time. ' llijiht

(says Captain Bob,) open id, Peery ; an' the first Ivy;

they put afore another, send 'em your C(Mnpliments.' ' I

will. Captain, as civilly as 1 can,' says I. By this time

we were all faced about, right foment the Munsier

men, who didn't seem to like how we behaved ourselves,

an', I believe, thought at last we might just as well

have our own frolic. At all events they fell back, an' wo
led the day.

"I'll tell you a matter about the Ilangei's. Afther

the review was over— that is, in a few days afther—we
were for marchin' home, an' passin' through Dublin,

there was a halt in Thomas-street, somehow or other.

As we stood on our arms, a poor fool of a bailifif slept

up to the ranks, and tippin' Tom Kavanah, tould him

he was the King's prisoner. 'No, (says Billy Come-
ford,) he's the King's volunteer soldier an' a gintleman,

and that TU make you know ;' so he stretched him witii

the but-end ir his nmsket. The poor devil tumbled among'

the ranks, an' one axed him what he wanted there, an' an-

other, an' another ; an' there was a bayonet sent through

his body each time. We got the word to march, an'

every man stamped his foot on tiie bailiff as we passi-d,

givia' him something else along with it. I saw Ids
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corpse afore we left the street, an' I don't think liis n;o«

ther 'nd know hira if she met him. An' these were the

men it was so asy to take the lead from in the Park :

an' they were some of exactly the same men that the

Parliament called saviours of their country to-day, and

armed traitors to-morrow ; God for ever bless that Par-

liament, wherever it is, for sayiii' so."

Behold a specimen of my friend Peery's traditional

lore. The last anecdote with which he has furnished

me is sufficiently shocking : but it serves to show the

determined and daring spirit of these famous Volun-

teers ; tlie desperate identity of cause and feeling be-

tween them ; and, above all, their uucoiitrulied mastery

at that period in Ireland ;—for, as I can autiieiitically

learn, if a dog, and not the poor fool-hardy bailiff", had

been bayoneted, less notice could not have been taken

of the matter.
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THE ROCKITES.

I HAVE promised, in a former Letter, that those

gentry should form the suly'ect of one of my " hours ;"

and as fortune (however singuUir, always fortunate to

a literary gossip) has placed it in my power to lay

before your readers a scene— quorum pars parva fui

—

which, I flatter myself, they may not consider uninter-

esting, I hasten to redeem my pledge.

I was sitting quietly in the house of an acquaintance

(a county of Limerick gentleman,) about twelve o'clock

at noon, on a line, still, sun-shiny day : the good lady

of the mansion was busily engnged in preparing lun-

cheon
;
the master, a quiet, iuoftensive, timid kind of

man, who by his neutrality during the disturbances had
secured himself against injury on all sides, was poring

with eyes aghast, and a countenance surcharged with

expression which he vainly endeavoured lo suppress,

over the columns of the last Liinerick Evening Fast,

where in all the authenticity of neat long primer, the

doings, of the last week were recorded, not in the most
soothing strain of the self-alarmist,—when Pat Cahil, a

gentleman who did my friend the honour of otlici-

ating as groom of his stables, burst into the chauilHr,

hailess, coatless, and shoeless—his whole frame evi-

dently agitated by the extremity of consternation. It

was some time before he could articulate
—"Mr. War-

dow ! Mr. Wardow ! there they are all !—gone up to

the cross bv the forge !"
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" Wlio ?" exclaimed ni}' friend, endeavouring to pre-

serve an appearance of dignified calmness.

"The hoys, Sir—the boys! and 'tis thong-lit they're

going to do sometliing that's bad, Sir, by the Peppards,*

Sir, now the army arn't to the fore." " Where are the

military stationed ?" I asked. " Oeh, your honour, there

isn't a sodger nearer to us than Adare
; and it's but a

poor account you'd have o' the business be the time

you'd get there, let aloue the road back." Tlie distant

report of a shot instantly convinced us that this was
but too true. I rushed towards the door, however,

rather rudely flinging back my friend, who opposed him-

self to my exit with the most haggard and vvoe-begoue

look of entreaty I ever beheld. In a few minutes I

reached the hill of Lisuamuck, a place which cut rather

a conspicuous figure as a place of rendezvous on the

nocturnal occasions of those people, and iu some part

of which knowing folks will tell you with a wink and a

nod, an old cavern serves as an ainiory to the worthy

General's forces ;
but at all events I reached tlie sum-

mit of the iiill, and iu an instant the scene of battle lay

before me. Cappa House, the residence of Mr. Pi^ppurd

and his two sons, was an elderly-looking edilice, and
apparently well-calculated to sustain a seige in which

musketry were the heaviest modes of assault to be ap-

prehended. It was situated rather on a low ground, with

a slope on one side leaning to a plain still lower, and

surrounded by a lofty wall, the only entrance through

which was a small narrow gateway. In fact it had tiie

ap[)earance of a regular little fortress. I afterwards

found by the public papers, that the elder Mr. P. was,

at the time the Kockite party suddenly came upon the

house, outside this gate, and unarmed. On seeing them

approach he ran toward it, and closing it after him,

* It luay be necessary to remark, that this attack on those gentle-

men and tlif ir uiuiily lesislaiice, is pure history.
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made what haste he could along a narrow straight pas-

sage which led directly from it to the back-door of the

house. This was open. Before he reached it he heard

behind him the grating of the blunderbusses against the

iron railings as the ruffians poked them through to take

a deliberate aim, and he sprung towards the door. It

was shut in his face 1 The alarm had been given in the

house. Unconscious of Mr. P's absence, and imagin-

ing that the assailants had made good their entrance

into this iimer passage, they slapped to the door, and

left him to the mercy of the men without, or rather of

their blunderbusses, for these had more than their own-

ers, and contrived to throw their contents harmlessly all

around him. Indeed his escape was almost miraculous.

The door, the panels and jams of which were perfora-

ted by slugs, so as scarcely to leave il hair'.s-ljreadth

more tiian the space necessary for his preservation, was

for a considerable time afterwards an object of intense

curiosity to numerous visitors. Before tlie discharge

could be renewed, however, he was placed beyond its

reach. The aggressors now (and it was just at this

juncture tiie scene presented itself to my sight) retired

from the gate, and commenced firing upon the windows.

Only conceive the impression which sucii a spectacle

must have produced on the mind of a stranger, in the

deep sldhiess of a summer noontide, and in a populous

country where there was something like civilization

and civil government talked about I Every man went

as cooly and openly to work as if the grey frieze on their

backs had been regular, protected, loyal scarlet, and
the resisting housekeepers the proscribed men of the

law. Very soon after, and while the clouds of smuke
were rolling towards a clump of trees on the south, two

of the windows were suddenly tiirown up, anil as sud-

denly a recijjrocal dischargi; commenced from within.

The battle now beu'au to wax earnest ; tiie llockites
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sent forth a yell with every discharge, whicli came over

the still chuinpajrne around with almost a redoubled

loudness ; and tlie advantage of the housed warriors

became quickly apparent. With all the credit for dis-

cipline which the Rockites have achieved, their mode of

battle on this occasion was not very imposing : they

regularly, after discharging a volley irregularly, ran

down the slope a briglia scioUa, and squatted themselves

•behind a hedge, re-loaded, and re-advanced to the charge

in any thing but marciiing order. Then, again unl)ur-

thening their fire-arms with all the serious silence in the

world, they again sent forth a shout, and scampered off

to prepare for a new volley. Only one among them
seemed to despise this pusillanimous procedure : he ap-

peared to command the baud, and, in fact, did so, as

was afterwards found ; but he was only distinguished

from the rest by a white handkerchief tied round his

hat. He remained during the whole affray in the same
spot, but he did not continue to expose himself with

impunity : as his party advanced to the charge for the

last time, he was in the act of raising his musket, when
a ball from one of the windows struck him on the arm,

and the piece fell to the ground ; he instantly tore the

handkerchief from his hat with his left hand and bound

it round the other, accompanying every twist with wliut

Hotspur lusciously calls " a good mouth-filling oath,"

alternately directed, in a tremendous roar, to his pol-

troons, as he called them (for they now evidently show-

ed symptoms of tergiversation, and no very equivocal

ones,) and to the bandage, which he hid did not find

ready enough to assist the awkward eflbrts of the left

hand. He was the last who left the scene of fight,

and he walked off sulkily down the slope, and across

an adjacent bog, trailing his dishonoured musket after

him.

In a few minutes they all united at the Cross of



THE ROCKITES. 425

Lisnaninck, \^•ifhin rather a scanty distance of the spot

where I now hiy. There were loud voices for a mo-
ment, and words of reproach exchanged in their vernac-

uhir tongue. Then ensued the silence and sullenness

of defeat—disgraceful discomfiture ; and they wallied

down the road in a body towards Curra Grove, the

estate of Sir Aubrey De Vere Hunt, which, during tiie

occasional absences of the amiable proprietor, was
made a frequent place of meeting by those miserably

misguided creatures. They entered the wood, and I

lost them



A DEATH OF PEACE AND A DEATH OF WAR

(A Dramatic Sketch—Scene, the Empyrean.)

First Spirit.

How fare you, brother 1

Second Spirit.

My sweet sister!
—
"Why—

A something weary and a something sad:

—

I've stooped into the region of the wind,

A lower flight than thuse immortal plumes
Have strength to cleave the heavy air ; I peered
Through a rifted cloud upon our ancient world

—

The jilcasant home of our mortality.

I sighed when I looked on the little spot

Of t-arth, where we la^t parted, never more
To meet on earth again—and then I laughed
To see how narrow now appeared the distance—
We wept to think should lie between our graves!

First Spirit.

I found mine soon—Come—rest upon this cloud,

And I will tell thee :—What a glorious sight

Is this around us ! The mist mountains heave
Their sullen fronts into the empyrean light,

And smile, in their despite, against its brightness!

And from their ever-moving sides fling off

Fragments of vapour, spreading, like thin veils,

On the clear ether. These the fair sun-light

Strikes through, and forms the wonder of the earth—
The many-coloured covenant of peace

'Tweeri man and heaven, whose winged children love

To cli)se their weary wings, and take their rest

]ii raid air, on those floating splendours—Ha!— .

How yieldingly this sinks beneath us now !

—
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It falls—and falls!—and now the clouds of earth

Are o'er us, nnd the wide dark world beneath !

—

Brother, oh ! knowest thou not this soill—The vale

That blooms beneath Potosi's Silver Mount

—

A goodly scene is this that lies before us.

The even fall is pleasant—not a breath

Of softest wind creep* on the silent leaves

—

Nature seems hushed in rapturous contemplation

Of her own countless charms.—And now—hark !—list !—
The distant murmur of the town, and sound ^

Of convent bells, mingling their faint heard chime
With the rush of the clear rolling Pilcomayo,
Break on the stillness of the lonely scene

So gently, that the ear of solitude

Sciirce notes the intrusion !

—

So fell the even of my death ! I pined

And pined, and burned, and wasted with the fire

That fed upon my health— until that came,
And thus it came at length :

A DEATH OF PEACE.

The sun of even

Had looked on me for the last time, (I felt it,)

And hid his mighty front behind the Mount

;

And the moonlight was round me, and the air

Sprinkled its viewless tears upon my cheek
Till that was chilled ; and my heart's pulse grew colder

And slower, and I felt as I could sleep.

Our sister was beside me : on her bosom
I laid my head in weakness—not in fear

—

And looked upon the heaven ; and my lips moved,
And words came forth of praise and prayer.—The plain

Of etlier glowed with myriads of those gems
Of light that darkling mortals love. I gazed.
With face upturned, until the immensity
Of space did seem beneath me—not above

—

And prayed to be released: my pain was great—
I was a weary of my life.—Then felt I

A sudden hope stir in my breast, my blood
Throbbed and flowed slowlier and slowlier j'et.

And a cold hand did seem to grasp my heart

—

1 knew my prayer was heard, and I sprung forth

Upon the bosom of the air.— I rose !

Tlie light wind bore me up—and onward still-

Till the wild music of the sernphiin
Was in mine ear, and told me t had found
Impassible being !

—

I can now remember.
When that strange melody had left my -hearing,
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A voice of wailing came from the cold earth !

1 looked unto the giuve which 1 had left

—

The moonlight shone upon a maiden's form
I had Jviiown well once.—O'er her sunken brow
Her hair hung, and upon her lap and bosom
A corpse lay, pale and cold—I saw its cheek
Wet with the tears the living mourner gave.

Second Spirit.

A waking from a dream of pain and darknefs
To the fair mornlight and the voice of music.
Such was tlitf death !—It was not so with me.

A DEATH OF WAR.

Thy life was one of evil : the nepenthe
Of ail its sufferings lurked in that dark draught
The happy shrink to look on—death !—But mine
Was full of hope, and joy, and health, and light!

Tliy spirit left its earth within the arms
Of a loved friend—Mine on the battle field!

—

Thy bones were shrouded—laid with tears in the eartb

The mountain winds are shrieking over mine !

—

A warning of long years made death to thee

Unwelcome nor unsought—A summer morn
Beheld rne rise to greet its dawn, in health

And hope
Its even smile reddened on my bloodless limbs !

—

It is before me now !—The flood of time

Hath torn the scene away in its swift course.

But left its bed deep channelled in my memory!
I hear the clangour of the opposing trumps

—

1 hear the tramping of the war steeds' hoofs

—

I see the close array of serried hosts

—

I see the banner waving on the cleft

Of a rent crag, that crossed the steep asceat

'Twixt us and freedom's victory.—They meet

—

And shout !—A thunderpeal had passed unheard
Above them in the shock. Amid the roar

Of that wild sea of war,

I marked the standard where it waved alone,

Rushed on the cleft—seized that ; and, with a cry
Of triumph, spread its blazonry abroad
Unto the winds above me!—It was echoed.

Till the blue vault rang with the sound again.

And cloud spoke unto cloud of freedom's victory

—

A something struck me then—here—on my front—
And all was still !—That pause was nothingness—
And for a space I was not !—When 1 raised
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Mine eyes again, and thought .and life awoke—
I stood before the judgment-seat !

—

That scene !

—

How wonderful it was ! The hush that came
After that field of fea: !—
The tinkling of the harps of seraphim,
The almost noiseless waving of the wings
Of heaven's bright couriers in their sweeping flighty

And the calm glory of the Almighty presence

—

For mortal hale and strife !—1 had my guerdoa

First Spirit.

Let us now seek it—singing to our jcy,

Till its rich light is on us ouoe again

!

'Tis twilight on the earth—and darkens slowly.

The vales are wrapt in silence now,
All but the soft wind's melody.

And one small stream that, gurgling low,
Steals under the grey willow tree,

Lingeringly—lingeringly

With its timid minstrelsy.

n.

How sweetly, as we spread our wings
O'er rocks, and hills, and heather lea.

The even-wind of the mountain sings.

And the red West a lustre flings,

Trembliiigl}'—tremblingly
Over his own stirless sea.

Second Spirit.

Come away—away—and on.

Till our own fair heaven we see

—

Soon the spirit's flight is done.
Hand in hand locked, let us flee.

Lovingly—lovingly

—

As iu our earthly infancy U^



THE GRAVE OF MAKIOiN.

The wind comes whistling o'er the waste.

The sand-cloud rises liigh ;

Our peril is not wholly past.

Our foes are pressing nigh.

A little farther on, luy love,

A little farther on !

She does not speak—she does not move—
My love ut last is gone !

I press thee to my burning breast,

No blush is on thy brow
;

Those gentle arms that once caress'd,

Fall round me deadly now ;

Thy lips have still their hue—but chill

The spirit of their kiss

—

I lay mine hand upon thine heart,

'Tis cold at last to this !

We were young, and closely twined
Like twin flowers of Love's spring ;

But one the poison blast has pined.

And one lives sorrowing !

Heart of my heart ! 1 would I were
Unloved of thee again

—

I'd leave thee as I met thee, fair.

And waste in silent pain.

Were we beneath a Christian heaven.
Within a Christian land,

A fairer slirine to thee were given

Than this bleak bed of sand ;

Yet thou wert singl-e in thy faith.

And single in thy worth.

And thou shouldstdie a lonely death.

And lie in lonely earth !

And now I've laid thee to thy rest,

My last look now is given

—

The sand is smooth above thy breast.

And mine is still unriven :

No winding-sheet—no matins meet
Thy perished love can have

—

But a lover's sighs embalm thy corse,

A lover's tears thy grave !
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